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INTRODUCTION. 



The five unique tracts reprinted in the following 
pages have escaped the notice of Ritson, Dr. Dibdin, 
and all who have written upon the subject of our 
early bibliography. The originals were formerly 
in the possession of the late Thomas Caldecott, Esq. 
whose matchless collection of early English poetry 
was well known to the lovers of this species of 
literature. Sir George H. Freeling was favoured 
by the loan of them when in that gentleman's 
possession, and from his accurate transcripts the 
present reprints have been made. 

John Butler, the printer of the " Doctrinall of 
good Servauntes," is stated, upon the authority of 
Ames, to have been a judge of the Common pleas 
as well as a printer. "The only book we have 
yet found with his name," says Dr. Dibdin, 
(Typographical Antiquities iii. 173), is the follow- 
ing: "Parvulorum Institutio ex Stanbrigiana 
Collectione," 4to. We are now enabled to add the 
names of two books to the Doctor's list, for be- 
sides the " Doctrinall of good Servauntes," Butler 
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printed the " Conuercyon of Swerers" by Stephen 
Hawes, a copy of which was also in the possession 
of Mr. Caldecott 

It is conjectured, from his using the same device, 
that Butler was the master of Robert Wyer, one 
of the most industrious typographers of the six- 
teenth century, and the printer of the "Complaynt 
of a dolorous Louer," which forms the fourth tract 
of the present volume. 

The ^^Boke of Mayd Emlyn" and the "New 
Nutbrowne Mayd" are from the press of John 
Skot, or Scott, as he frequently spells his name. 
They were reprinted in 1820 by the late George 
Isted, Esq. for the members of the Roxburgh 
Club. A copy of the reprint in the British Mu- 
seum has the date 1515 written on each tract, but 
this is unsupported by any authority. Skot's 
publications extend from 1521 to 1537, the first- 
named year being that of his earliest dated publi- 
cation, but it is not unlikely that the tracts in 
question may have been printed a few years 
earlier. 

The story of "Mayd Emlyn" is probably more 
ancient than the date of the tract, and bears some 
slight resemblance to Chaucer's " Wife of Bath." 
The woodcut on the title-page had been previously 
used by Pynson in " The Shyp of Folys" printed 
in 1509, for which work it appears to have been 
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originally intended. The " New Nutbrowne 
Mayd" is a moralization of the beautiful old 
ballad of the Nut-Brown Maid, which was 
introduced to popular notice in the last century 
by Prior, and was edited in 1760 by Capell in his 
" Prelusions." The only work in which the ballad 
has yet been discovered is Arnold's "Chronicle," 
supposed to have been printed about 1502. 

The " New Nutbrowne Mayd" is an extremely 
close parody upon the original, and exhibits one of 
the most curious specimens of a practice very com- 
mon in the sixteenth century, that of turning 
popular songs into pious ballads. It is perhaps 
unnecessary to say that the two last-mentioned 
tracts were unknown, until reprinted by the Rox- 
burgh Club. 

The fourth tract, the " Complaynt of a 
Dolorous Loner,'** is indeed a sorry specimen of 
poetr}', and its extreme rarity is the only excuse 
we can make for including it in the present 
selection. The same may almost be said of* 
" Loue's Leprosie." It is the production of 
Thomas Powell, a Welsh poet, the author of the 
" Passionate Poet, with a description of tlie 
Thracian Ismarus Printed ly Valentine 
Simmes, 1601 ; and of a prose tract interspersed 
with poetry, entitled " A Welch Bayte to spare 
Provender ; or, a looking backe vpon the Times 
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past:" Printed hy Valentine Simmes^ 1603. As a 
poet, Powell deals much more in new words than 
new thoughts, and there is a laboured constraint 
in his writing which not unfrequently involves 
his meaning in obscurity. 

A person of the same name also wrote an 
entertaining tract entitled, "Wheresoever you 
see me, trust unto your self, or the Mysterie of 
Lending and Borrowing," 1623, besides several 
others of the same kind; but whether he 
can be identified as the author of the poetical 
tracts of the preceding century is a matter of 
question. 
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THE DOCTRYNALL OF GOOD 
SERVAUNTES. 



All ye seruautes that good intende to be, 
Beholde in this treatyse here present, 

In the whyche wryten ye shall se 

Ryght good doctrynes playne and euydent. 

Thou that seruest the spyrytualyte, 
Behaue thyselfe to them obedyent ; 

Not for them, but for theyr degre, 

Syth they consecrate our God omnipotent. 

Thou that them seruest at the autere, 
Entende to them with all thy dylygence, 

Be of thy mynde peasyble and entere, 

That thou be worthy in thy Lordes presence. 

Thou seruant seruynge ony prelate, 

The whyche is set in dygnyte, 
For theyr subgectes be good aduocate, 

Supportynge them in good equyte. 

b2 



4 DOCTRYNALL 

*. Ye*«^ilaiiiites in grete company^ 
In any lordes hous or mansyon, 
Yf ye be yonge, se ye obey 
To your elders, for it is reason. 

A seruante ought to loue his lorde 
With all his herte, and not to f&jne ; 

Yf he do the proffyte in dede and worde, 
Do that thou it deserue agayne. 

Seruauntes ought to be honourable, 

Of theyr bodyes specyally, 
To all men seruysable, 

And to ete and drynke ay sobrely. 

Seruauntes ought not to swere in vayne, 
The name of God in no maner, 

Nor of his sayntes, beware that trayne, 
For it standeth in grete daungere. 

Ye seruauntes not seruynge at table, 
In takynge of your nuryture, 

Speke lytell and be agreable, 
So that ye feuour may procure. 

Euery man they ought to please, 

And them obey with lowe intencyon ; 

In lytell medlynge is grete ease, 
Fie dyscejFte, gyle, and decepcyon. 
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A seruauDte ought not for to brynge 
No newe tydynges vnto theyr lorde, 

Without they be nere hym touchynge, 
For therof cometh grete dyscorde. 

Seruauntes ought to aduertyse, 
To say euer trouthe and veryte, 

Blame no man in ony wyse, 
Behaue the after thy degre. 

Seruauntes that go on message 
Of theyr mayster to ony place, 

Thinke well that it is grete outrage 
To countrefet thy seale in ony case. 

Seruauntes ought after theyr pleasaunce, 
For to be clenly of theyr bodyes, 

Humble of loke and countenaunce, 
Behauynge them to all degrees. 

A seruaunt ought with dylygence, 

To euery man to do honoure, 
And to his mayster with reuerence 

Endyne hymselfe at euery houre. 

A seruaunt ought euer for to fle 
All places that are of euyll name, 

As tauemes and houses of baudry, 

Whiche bryngeth many a man to shame. 



6 



THE DOCTRYNALL 



Who that wyll serue in loyalte 

Marchauntes, preestes, or gentyhnen, 

To them dylygent must euer be, 

And on euery hande haue fyngers ten. 

Thou seruaunt that herest thy felawes blame, 
And that he is not theyr present. 

Blame hym for gyuynge his yll name, 
Supportynge hym that is absent. 

Ye seruauntes in ony wyse 

Haue taken charge of besynes, 
Erly in the mornynge se ye ryse. 

Your werke and laboure to redresse. 

Ye that are seruauntes in noblesse, 
In kynges courte and other where, 

Gyue euer honour to gentylnesse. 

And your souerayne lorde loue and fere. 

Ye seruauntes that in courte remayne, 
Whiche here ony falshode or subtylte, 

Holde your tonge and not complayne, 
But yf it touche the mageste. 

Seruauntes in courte that haue governaunce 

Of the comenty in ony wyse, 
Ought not so ferre them to auaunce, 

Least theyr mayster them dyspyse. 
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You marchauntes seruauntes I you auyse, 
And ye labourers botlie daye and nyght, 

Set not your mynde on couetyse, 
Auoyde falshode, or ye do not ryght. 

Seruauntes ought not to ensue 

Theyr owne wyll nor volunte, 
But to theyr mayster to be true, 

Doynge his y^yll with humelyte. 

Seruauntes that are good and true, 

Ought faythfully to bye and sell ; 
Fraude and falshode must they eschue, 

Elles are they theues, and go to hell. 

Yc marchauntes seruauntes, that go by the wayc 
To bye or sell your raarchaundyse, 

Where ye become do truely paye, 

And giue true compte in your aduysc. 

And ye that serueth labourers, 

Of sloathfulnes se ye beware, 
Be dylygent in all maners, 

And by no meanes your body spare. 

Seruauntes of chyrche or of noblesse. 

Of labourc or of marchaundyse, 
Thinke that trouth is worthe lychessc, 

Therfore loue yt in ony wyse. 
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THE DOCTRYNALL 



Te seruauntes that wajte vpon the table, 

Be ye honest and dylygent, 
To hym that is most honourable 

Afforme your maners and entent. 

Couer your borde honestly, 
After the custome of the countre ; 

And whan they are set do you applye, 
Echone to serue after his degre. 

Yf ony be amonge them all 

To whome your mayster wyll do honoure, 
Tende ye hym as pryncypall, 

Therby shaU ye fall in fauoure. 

Fyrst serue ye in the potf^e, 

And than eche meet after his degre, 

And be ye euer ware of outrage, 
Or tatche of dyshoneste. 

Ye seruauntes that at home do byde, 
Whan your mayster is forth of towne. 

Ye wysest sholde the other guyde, 
Kepynge good rule and prouysyowne. 

And ye seruauntes of euery place. 
Whan that the dyner is at an ende, 

Present yourselfe for to saye grace, 

Thankynge that Lorde that all dooth sende. 
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Whan that your majster is fro the table. 
And eche thynge as it sholde be, 

Take your repast that is agreable, 
So je behaue you honestly. 

Yf that thou wylte thy mayster please. 
Thou must haue these thre prepryetees, 

For to lyue at thyne hertes ease, 
Auoydynge many of aduersytees. 

A hartes fete with eeres of an asse, 
An hogges snowt to must thou haue, 

So mayst thou please in euery case 
Thy mayster, yf thou the thus behaue. 

By an asse eeres this is mente, 

That thou must harken hym a boute, 

And yf that he be not content, 

Saye nought, but se thou hym doute. 

By the hogges snowte vnderstonden is 
What mete soeuer to the is brought, 

Though it be somwhat a mys, 
Holde thy peas and grutche nought. 

As to regarde of the fete of an harte. 
They sholde euer theyr mayster soooure, 

Pajme the for hym though that thou smerte. 
To renne and go at eueiy houre. 



10 



THE DOCTRYNALL 



Njght nor day spare no laboure, 
Bader than he sholde haoe domage, 

Helpe hjm in welth and in doloore, 
Tf onj wolde do hjm outrage. 

Yf thoa thus tmdy thy mayst^ seroe. 
He wyll it perceyue vrithin a whyle. 

Than shalte thoa hane that thoo doost deserue. 
And a good name that none dooth fyle. 

But yf that thou do hym begyle. 

He shall perceyue it at the laste. 
Than shall thy dedes thy name dyffyle. 

And out of his hous he shall the cast. 

Whan that thou arte thus departed 

Without his loue dyshonestely, 
As a seruaunte full yll aduerted. 

And other mayster must thou aspye. 

Than shall they come pryuely 

And aske whyder thou were yll or good ; 
Yf he say yll and the bewrye. 

No man will haue the, by my hood. 

But yf some be in necessyte. 

And can none other seruaunte fynde, 

Suche peraduenture wyll haue the, 

But euer thou shalte fynde hym vnkynde. 



OF GOOD SERVAUNTES. 
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But yf he be a foole or blynde, 
Elles wyll he none of thy seruyce ; 

Than must thou wander afore the wynde, 
Therfore of this se thou be wyse. 

Let pacyence abate thy maysters rygour, 
And take good hede to his condycyon, 

Thou shalt to hym do grete honour, 
Submyttynge the to his correccyon. 

And yf thy mayster make ye his secretary, 
Se thou haue a sare tongue and stable ; 

His counseyle se thou not bewry, 
A secrete tongue is euer prouflfytable. 

And yf your mayster haue an vse 
To swere the name of God in vayne. 

His company se you refuse, 
Leest ye be brought in suche a trayne. 

Seruauntes auoyde the company 

Of them that playe at cardes or dyse, 

For yf that ye them haunte truely, 
To thefte shall they you soone attyse. 

Ye seruauntes that se the courage, 
Of your mayster on angre set, 

Yf he wyll do ony man domage, 
With your myght se ye hym lette. 
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THE DOCTRY^^ALL, ETC, 



Ye eeruaantes that ben m batayle, 

Beware pyll not the comynte. 
Bo not the chjrche robbe ne assayle, 

Of God defended yf ye wyll be, 

What ye do stele ye must restore, 

Or here be banged shamfullyj 
Or the hell fyre endure tberfore ; 

One must ye suffre of thea thre* 

Ye seniauntes that ben oft angry, 

Or oft dysposed for to fyght, 
By dyscrecyon rule you wysely, 

Hauynge the dethe ay in your syght* 

Seniauntes yf that ye wyll ensue 

The doctrynes and them obserue^ 
And seme and loue God with hertes true. 

The blysse of heuen ye shall deserae. 

Wherof the kynge shall you presemej 

Sendynge you rychesse and good mundayne, 

Thus in this worlde can not ye sterue, 
Yf that ye fro synne you refrayne. 

Ye seruauntea that wyll kepe in myude, 

Thes doctrynes afore specyfyed, 
Tf ye them folowe trust well to fynde 

Some manera to he ma^yfyed, 

l^pcjntcid at Lodddti], m Flutestretfl, at tliQ tjgnc of l^jut 
Johim Euangdjste, Tiy mm Jdhm Botler, 



,fi. I^usiantres anb all ifcod;o(ti£S; sge toolb 
ntatii t^ryr berimes totjct^er tfitg iDoIb ot no» aitb 
SQui t^em to torn a ptatg tiootrcfull of belles. 



THE BOKE OF MAYD EMLYN. 



Wyll ye here of meruaylles 
Drawne out of Gospelles 

Of mayde Emlynne, 
That had husbandes fyue, 
And all dyd neuer thryue ? 

She coude so well spynnc, 
Louynge to go gaye, 
And seldom for to praye, 

For she was borne in synne : 
Ofte wolde she seke 
The tauemes in the weke, 

Tyll her wytte was thynne ; 
Full swetely wolde she kys 
"With galauntes, ywys, 

And say it was no synne ; 
Thus coUynge in armes 
Some men caught harmcs, 

Full lytell dyd they wynne ; 
And if her husbande said ought, 
Loke what she sonest cought, 

At his heed she wolde it flynge. 



THE BOKE OF MAYD EMLYN. 



She wolde saye, lozell thou 
I wyll teche the, I trowe, 

Of thy language to blynne; 
It is pyte that a knaue 
A prety woman sholde haue, 

That knoweth not golde from tynne. 
I trowe thou jalouse be 
Bytwene my cosyn and me, 

That is called syr Sym ; 
Thoughe I go ofte thyder, 
We do nought togyder, 

But prycked balades synge. 
And I so cunnynge be 
The more worshyp is to the, 

Gyuynge thanke to hym : 
For he me fyrste taught, 
So I may cunnynge caught, 

Whan I wente a brosshynge. 
With suche wordes douse, 
Thys lytell prety mouse, 

The yonge lusty prymme : 
She coude byte and whyne 
Whan she saw h6r tyme, 

And with a prety gynne, 
Gyue her husbande an home. 
To blowe with on the mome : 

Beshrowe her whyte skynne ! 
And ofte wolde she sleke 
To make smothe her cheke, 

With redde roses therin ; 
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Than wolde she mete, 
With her lemman swete, 

And cutte with hym ; 
Talkynge for theyr pleasure, 
That cocke with the fether, 

Is gone an huntynge ; 
Hymselfe all alone 
To the wode he is gone 

To here the kockowe synge. 
Thus with her playfere, 
Maketh she mery chere, 

The husbande knoweth nothynge ; 
She gyueth money plente, 
Bycause newe loue is daynte. 

Unto her swetynge. 
And prayeth ofte to come, 
To playe there as shyneth no sonnc : 

So at the nexte metynge. 
She gyueth her husbande a prycke 
That made hym double quycke. 

So good was the gretynge. 
Kocke, called of the bone, 
That neuer was mayster at home. 

But as an vnderlynge ; 
His wyfe made hym so wyse. 
That he wolde toume a peny twyse, 

And than he called it a ferthynge. 
Nothynge byleued he 
But that he dyd with his eyes se, 

Full trewe was his meanynge ; 

c 
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She cherysshed hym with brede and chese, 
That his lyfe he dyd lese : 

Than made she mournynge, 
And dranke deuoutly for his soule, 
The handbell ofte dyd she colle, 

Full great sorowe makjmge. 
This sory widowe 
But a whyle I trowe, 

Mournynge dyd make ; 
Whan he was gone 
A yonge lusty one, 

She dyd than take ; 
Longe wolde she not tary 
Lest she dyd myscary, 

But full ofte spake 
To haste the weddynge 
And aU for beddynge, 

Some sporte to make ; 
Her herte to ease 
And the flesshe to please, 

Sorowes to aslake. 
In it out joyenge 
That wanton playenge, 

For the olde husbandes sake ; 
Yet by your leue 
A frere dyd she gyue. 

Of her loue a flake ; 
And sayd in her ouen 
At any maner of season. 

That he sholde bake, 
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There is rome ynowe, 
For other and for you, 

And space to set a cake. 
The seconde husbande Nycoll, 
That pore sely soule, 

Myght not escape, 
A kockolde to dye 
It was his destenye, 

As man vnfortunate. 
His wyfe vndeuoute 
Ofte wolde go aboute. 

And steppe ouer many a lake ; 
Makynge bost in her mode, 
That her husbande can no more good 

Than can an vntaught ape. 
Thus by her scole 
Made hym a fole, 

And called hym dodypate ; 
So from his thryfte 
She dyd hym lyfte, 

And therof creste* the date ; 
She made hym sadde, 
And sayd he was badde, 

Croked legged lyke a stake ; 
She lyked not his face. 
And sayd he mouthed was 

Moost lyke an hawke ; 
This good man ease, 
Was lothe to dysplease, 

But yet thought somwhat, 

c 2 



THE BOKE OF MAYD EMLYN. 

Thynkynge in his mynde, 
That a man can fynde, 

A wyfe neuer to late ; 
For of theyr properte, 
Shrewes all they be, 

And style can they prate. 
All women be suche 
Thoughe the man bere the breche, 

They wyll be euer checkemate. 
Faced lyke an aungell, 
Tonged lyke a deuyll of hell, 

Great causers of debate ; 
They loke full smothe, 
And be false of loue, 

Venymous as a snake. 
Desyrynge to be praysed, 
A lofte to be raysed, 

As an hyghe estate ; 
And these wanton dames 
Ofte chaungeth theyr names, 

As An, Jane, Besse and Kate. 
Thus thynketh he, 
In his mynde pryuely, 

And nought dare saye ; 
For he that is maysterfast. 
Full ofte is agast, 

And dare not ronne and playe. 
If she be gladde, 
Than is he sadde. 

And fere of a sodayne fraye. 
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For woman's pryde 
Is to laughe and chydc, 

Euery houre in a day(». 
Whan she dothe loure, 
And begynneth to snowre, 

Pyteously dothe he sayo, 
What do ye lacke ? 
Ony thynge swete herte, 

That I to you gyue maye. 
She answered hym 
With wordes grotchynge, 

Wysshynge her selfe in claye, 
And sayth that she laekes 
Many prety knaekes, 

As bedes and gyrdels gaye ; 
And the best sporte 
That sholde me comforte, 

Whiche is a swete playe, 
I can it not haue, 
For so God me saue, 

Thy power is not to paye. 
There is nought, 
Nought may be cought, 

I can no more saye ; 
Many men nowe here 
Can not women chere, 

But maketh ofte delay ; 
The wyfe dothe mono, 
It is not at home, 

And borroweth tyll a daye, 
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What it is I trowe, 
Well ynoughe ye knowe, 

It is no nede to saye ; 
Thus saye the wyues, 
If theyr husbandes thryues, 

That they the causers be ! 
They gete two wayes, 
Bothe with worke and playes, 

By theyr huswyuery. 
With theyr swete lyppes, 
And lusty hyppes, 

They worke so plesauntly, 
Some wyll fall anone 
For they be not stronge, 

They be weyke in the kne. 
Be they pore or be they ryche, 
I beshrewe all suche, 

Amen nowe saye ye ; 
They thynke it is as great almes, 
As to saye the seuen psalmes, 

And dothe it for charyte. 
To gete gownes and furs, 
These nysebeceturs, 

Of men sheweth theyr pyte, 
Somtyme for theyr lust, 
Haue it they must. 

Or seke wyll they be ; 
If it do stycke 
And she fele it quycke, 

Full slyle dothe she 
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Begyn for to grone, 

And wyssheth she had lyne alone. 

What ayleth you than ? sajth he, 
She saythe, syr I am with chylde, 
It is yours by Mary mylde ! 

And so he weneth it be. 
Whan played is the playe, 
Jacke the husbande must paye, 

This dayly may ye se. 
He was gladde ywys, 
Of that that is not his. 

And dothe it vp kepe ; 
She that dothe mocke hym, 
Another mannes concubyne, 

And hys chylde eke : 
Lo thus dothe landes 
Fall in wronge ayres handes, 

The causers may well wepe ; 
And worse dothe happen truely, 
The broder the syster dothe mary, 

And in bedde togyther slepe. 
To synne lyghtely wyll the chylde drawe, 
That is bekoten without lawe, 

Wedlocke is veray swete ; 
But ones for all 
The daye come shall, 

The crye shall be welawaye ; 
Of all wedlocke brokers. 
Thus saythe greate prechers, 

Theyi' dettes sliall they truely payc. 
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All they that dothe offende, 
God graunt them to amende. 

And therfore lette vs praye. 
But nowe of Emlyne to speke, 
And more of her to treate, 

Truely for to saye, 
Whan the seconde husbande was dede, 
The thyrde husbande dyde she wedde, 

In full goodly araye. 
But as the deuyll wolde, 
Or the pyes were colde, 

Fell a sodayne fraye ; 
Moyses had a newe brother, 
It wolde be none other, 

And all came thorughe playe. 
But mayde maydenhode myssyuge, 
Knoweth what longeth to kyssynge, 

It is no nede to saye. 
She loued well I trowe, 
And gaue hym sorowe ynowe, 

But ones on the daye. 
With hym wolde she chyde. 
He durst not loke asyde. 

The bounde must euer obaye. 
This man was olde 
And of compleccyon colde, 

Nothynge lusty to playe ; 
She was full ranke. 
And of condycyons cranke. 

And redy was alwaye ; 
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In Venus toyes 
Was all her joyes, 

Seldome sayde she naye ; 
At the laste she thought, 
That her husbande was nought, 

And purposed on a daye, 
To shorten his lyfe. 
And as a true wyfe 

She wolde it not delaye. 
To fulfyll her lust. 
In a well she hym thrust, 

Without any fraye ; 
And made countenaunce sad 
As thoughe she be sory had ; 

Also in good faye, 
A reed onyon wolde she kepe, 
To make her eyes wepe. 

In her kerchers I saye. 
She was than stedfast and stronge. 
And kepte her a wydowe veraye longe. 

In faythe almoost two dayes ; 
Bycause she made greate mone. 
She wolde not lye longe alone. 

For fere of sodayne frayes ; 
Leste her husbande dede 
Wolde come to her bedde. 

Thus in her mynde she sayes. 
The fourthe husbande she cought. 
That was lyke her nexte nought, 

For he vsed his playes — 
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With maydens, wyues and nonnes ; 
None amysse to hym commes, 

Lyke they be of layes ; 
Hym she lyked yll, 
She prayed the fende hym kyll, 

Bycause he vsed her wayes : 
This mannes name was Harry, 
He coude full clene cary, 

He loued prety gayes. 
So it happened at the last 
An halfepeny halter made hym fast, 

And therin he swayes ; 
Than she toke great thought, 
As a woman that careth nought, 

So for his soule she prayes ; 
And bycause she was seke 
She wedded the same weke, 

For very pure pyte and wo. 
Yet or she was wedded, 
Thryse had she bedded, 

And great hast made therto. 
The husbande had sone ynowe. 
But Emlyn bended her browe, 

And thought she had not so, 
But to ease her louer 
She toke another. 

That lustely coude do ; 
One that yonge was, 
That coude ofte her basse, 

Whiche she had fantesy to. 
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He coude well awaye, 
With her lusty playe, 

And neuer wolde haue do. 
Bycause he coude clepe her, 
She called hym a whypper ; 

And as they were togyder 
They bothe swetely played ; 
A sergeaunt them afrayed, 

And sayd they were full queuer. 
They were than full wo, 
The frere wolde ben a go, 

He cursed that he came tbyder ; 
Whether they were leue or lothe, 
He set them in the stockes bothe, 

He wolde none dysceyuer. 
In myddes of the market 
Full well was set. 

In full fayre wether, 
For it dyd hayle and thonder ; 
On them many men dyd wonder. 

But Emlyne laughed ever ; 
She thought it but a jape. 
To se men at her gape, 

Therof she shamed neuer ; 
And sayd for her sportynge. 
It is but for japynge, 

That we be brought hyder ; 
It is nother treason nor felony. 
But a knacke of company. 

And dye had I leuer 
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Than it forsake, 

For I wyll mery make, 

Whyle youthe hathe fayre wether. 
Whan her husbande it knewe 
Sore dyd he it rewe. 

And was so heuy and wo. 
He toke a surfet with a cup, 
That made hym tourne his heels vp, 

And than was he a go. 
And whan she was at large. 
Care she dyde dyscharge, 

And in her mynde thought tho ; 
Nowe wyll I haue my luste, 
With all them that wyll juste, 

In spyte of them that saythe so . 
And bycause she loued rydynge, 
At the stewes was her abydynge, 

Without wordes mo ; 
And all that wolde entre, 
She durst on them ventre, 

Veray gentyll she was lo ; 
And longe or she were dede, 
She wente to begge her brede, 

Suche fortune had she tho ; 
God dyd bete her surely, 
With the rodde of pouerte. 

Or she dyde hens go. 
Than she dyed as ye shall. 
But what of her dyde befall, 

Naye there do I ho ; 
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But they that rede this erly or late, 
I praye Jesu theyr soules take, 
Amen saye ye also. 

FINIS. 

Imprynted at London without New^te, in Saynt Pulker'g Parjsshe, 
by me John Skot, dwellynge in tlie Olde Bayly. 
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HERE BEGYNNETH THE NEW NOTBORUNE 
MAYD VPON THE PASSION OF CRYSTE. 



Ryght and no wrong, 
It is amonge 

Yt I of man complayne, 
Affyrmynge this, 
Howe that it is 

A laboure spent in vayne, 
To loue hym well, 
For neuer a dell 

He wyll me loue agayne : 
For though that I 
Me sore applye 

His fauer to attayne, 
Yet yf that shrewe 
To hym pursue 

That clepyd is Sathan, 
Hym to conuerte, 
Sone from his herte 

I am a banysshed man. 

MARIA THE MAYDE. 

I say not naye, 
Bothe nyght and daye, 

D 
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Swete Sonne as ye haue sayde, 
Man is vnkynde, 
Hys faythfull mynde 

In maner is halfe decayed ; 
But neuer the lesse, 
Through ryght wysenes 

Theyrwith be not apayed ; 
Yet mercy trewe 
Muste contynewe. 

And not aparte be layed ; 
Syth ye for loue 
Came frome aboue, 

Frome your father in trone, 
Of louynge mynde 
To warde mankynde, 

To dye for hym alone. 

JESUS. 

Than ye and T, 
Mother Marye, 

Let vs despute in fere ; 
Ryght hertely I you supply, 

Your reason lette me here. 
With man vnkynde, 
Hath neuer mynde. 

Of me that bought hym dere ; 
If his folye 
Shulde haue mercy, 

Ayenste all ryght it were. 
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1 am by ryght 
The kynge of lyght, 

For man my blode out ranne ; 
Ye knowe a parte, 
Yet from his herte 

I am a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

Here in your wyll 
For to fulfyU, 

I wyll not sone refuse, 
To say the truthe 
More is it ruthe, 

I cannot man excuse ; 
To his owne shame 
He is to blame, 

His lyfe soo to measure. 
Yet though rygoure 
Without fauour, 

Wolde hym theyrfore accuse, 
Mercy I pleate 
That is more greate. 

Than rygoure ten to one ; 
Syth of good mynde 
Towarde mankynde, 

Ye dyed for hym alone. 

JESUS. 

The cause stode so, 
Suche dedes were do, 

D 2 
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Wold dye of your good mynde 
Your herte souerayne, 
Clouen in twayne, 

By loDges the blynde. 
And all was done 
That man alone, 

Shulde not be lefte behynde ; 
Your goodnes euer, 
Dothe styll perseuer, 

Though he haue ben vnkynde. 
What is offendyd, 
Shall be amended, 

Ye shall persayue anone ; 
He shall be kynde, 
Yeldynge his mynde 

And loue to you alone. 

JESUS. 

Matter in dede, 

My sydes dyde blede 

For man, ryght as ye saye, 
Yet yonge and olde. 
He neuer wolde 

Vnto my lawes obaye. 
But to fulfyll 
His wanton wyll, 

Wrenchynge from me alway. 
Frome his delyght, 
By day or nyght, 

He wyll make no delay : 
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A whyle hyni spare, 
He shall prepare 

Hym selfe to you anone ; 
With harte and mynde, 
Louynge and kynde, 

To serue but you alone. 

JESUS. 

I can beleue 
He shall remeue, 

His synne a daye or twayne ; 
But lytell space, 
That God of grace, 

Wyll in his herte remayne ; 
It shall aslake, 
And he wyll take, 

His olde vsage agayne : 
So from his thought, 
I that hym bought, 

Shall be expoulsed playne. 
Thus wyll he do, 
Swete mother, loo, 

Holde ye all that ye canne ; 
Vpon his parte, 
Yet frome his herte, 

I am a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

Swete Sonne, syth ye 
To make hym fre, 
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Man is a wylde outlawe ; 
Renneth a boughte 
In euery route, 

Workynge ayenst my lawe ; 
And yf the deuyll 
Tempte hym to euyll, 

Theyrto sone wyll he di'awe, 
And all myschefe, 
Ys to hym lefe, 

Withouten loue or awe. 
To me or you, 
Though for his prowe 

Ye do to all ye can, 
Whan all is sought, 
Quyet frome his thought 

I am a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

Though as ye say 
He disobaye 

Your commaundement and lore. 
Yet yf loue make 
Hym to forsake. 

His synne and wepe therfore ; 
With full contrycyon 
For his transgressyon. 

His herte oppressynge sore ; 
Contryte and meke, 
As Dauyd speke. 

What aske ye of hym more. 
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My Sonne, my lorde, 
Your prophyte's worde 

I pray you tliynke vpon, 
And ye shall fynde 
Man meke and kynde, 

To serue but you alone. 

JESUS. 

My herte and mawe 
To rent and drawe, 

And me with othes to byndi^, 
Cheseth not he ; 
Grace or pytye, 

In hym can I none fynde. 
The crewell Jewes, 
Were to me shrewes, 

But he is more vnkynde ; 
Syth for his prowe, 
He knoweth weU howe, 

I dyde of louynge mynde. 
Of me eche membre 
He dothe remembre, 

With othes all that he can ; 
Thus ofte I fynde 
Me in his mynde," 

But elles a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

Full well knowe ye, 
Ayenst thyes thre 
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Man feble is to fyght, 
The deuyll, his flesshe, 
The worlde all fresshe, 

Prouoke hym day and nyght 
To sue theyr trace, 
Whyche in eche case, 

Is wronge and neuer ryght ; 
That thyne stabylyte, 
Of his fragylyte, 

Ayenst them hath no myhgt. 
Though man that frayle is, 
Swere armes and nales, 

Brane, blode, sydes, passyon ; 
Swete Sonne regarde, 
Your paynes harde, 

Ye dyded for hym alone. 

JESUS. 

Now for mannes nede 
Sith I wolde blede, 

And great anguysshe sustayne, 
In stony wayes. 
Both nyghtes and dayes, 

Walkynge in frost and rayne, 
In clode and hete, 
In drye and wete, 

My fete were bare both twayne 
Though I for loue 
To mannes behoue 

Endured all this payne ; 
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That I therfore 
Sholde spare the more, 

No reason fynde ye can ; 
Bather I sholde 
More strayte hym holde, 

And as a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

Yet my sonne dere 
T pray you here, 

What tyme poure reason is ; 
Mannes soule to cure, 
Ye dyde endure 

Moche payne, I knowe well this. 
To man all vayne 
Shulde be your payne, 

If he were put to blys ; 
For playne remyssyon 
Is my petycyon. 

Where man hathe wrought amys. 
Ye be his leche, 
I you beseche 

To saulue his sores echone, 
That he vnkynde, 
May chaunge his mynde, 

And serue but you alone. 

JESUS. 

Hyther or theder, 

He careth not whyther. 
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He go hym to enclyne 
To wyckydnesse ; 
From all goodnesse 

He dayly dothe declyne. 
In cardes and dyce, 
He compteth no vyce, 

Nor syttynge at the wyne ; 
To fyght and swere, 
To rent and tere 

Asondre me and myne. 
Lo thus he dothe, 
To make me wrothe, 

The worst he may or can ; 
And I am twynde, 
Out of his mynde, 

Ryght as a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

My dere sonne dere, 
Syth ye the clere 

Fountayne of mercy be, 
Though man be frayle. 
He may not fayle, 

To fynde in you pytye. 
He wyll I truste 
Frome worldely lust, 

Turne his swete soule to me, 
And in shorte space 
So stande in grace, 

That I his soule shall se 



VPON THE PASSION OF CRYSTE. 



To blysse assende 
That hathe none ende, 

There to remayne as one 
That hathe ben kynde, 
And set his mynde 

To serue but you alone. 

JESUS. 

Man greueth me sore, 
For lasse nor more, 

Wyll he wons doo for me ; 
Ones in a yere 
A good prayer, 

He sayeth not on his kne. 
The poure may stande, 
With empty hande, 

For almes theyr wyll none be ; 
Bothe day and nyght, 
He flyeth the ryght, 

But folye he wyll not fie. 
His proper wyll, 
For to fulfyU 

He doeth all that he can ; 
But from his thought, 
I that hym bought. 

Am euer a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

If man for you. 
Nor his owne prow, 
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Wyll to no grace procede ; 
Mercy or grace, 
A fore your face, 

He none deserueth in dede. 
But I your mother. 
For man your brother. 

Make instaunce in his nede ; 
Though he deserue 
To brynne and sterue 

In the infernall glede ; 
Spare hym for me, 
And ye shall se 

That he shall tourne anone ' 
Frome his folye. 
Incessantly 

To serue but you alone. 

JESUS. 

Why shulde I soo, 
Nay let hym go, 

My dere mother Mary, 
Syth his delyght 
Is to be lyght, 

And deale so vnkyndly. 
For you nor me 
He wyll not flee 

From vyce ; nor hym applye 
My wordes to here. 
That bought hym dere. 

On crosse anguyously. 
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Bothe yonge and olde, 
He hathe ben bolde 

To greue me that he can ; 
But my precept 
Was euer vnkept, 

And I a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

For ruthe and drede 
Myne herte doth blede, 

Man in no wyse wyl be 
By reason sayd, 
Nor yet apayed 

From his offence to flee. 
For though that I 
For remedye, 

Do all that lyeth in me, 
To haue hym cured, 
Yet so endured 

With synne and vyce is he, 
That to be shorte. 
What I exhorte 

Not herde is, yet anone, 
I trust he shall 
Make well his thrall. 

And serue but you alone. 

JESUS. 

So rude and wylde, 
And so defyled 



THE NEW NOTBORUNE MAYD 



Is he, past shame and drede, 
That to what lawe, 
He shulde hym drawe, 

He scarsely knoweth in dede. 
Yet better were 
For hym to lere 

Some vertu, and procede 
To grace, than saye 
Another daye, 

Alas, my wyeked dede 
Hathe me betrayed ; 
Lo thus, good mayde, 

llie daughter of saynte Anne ; 
Man hath exylede, 
Frome hym your chylde, 

Ryght as a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

Whan all to all 
Shall come, he shall 

I trust from vyce abrayed ; 
And flee theyrfroo, 
Whiche hathe hym so, 

Encombered and arayed. 
He shall repell, 
Sathans councell. 

That ofte hathe hym betrayed ; 
With full compounctyon 
To take thy iniunction, 

That shal be to hym layed. 
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Of harde penaunce ; 
And hym auaunce 

To seche remyssyon, 
Full reconsyled 
To you my chylde, 

To serue but you alone. 

JESUS. 

My comaundement, 
Neuer tontente 

His hyghnes for to alowe ; 
His irons brayde 
Wyll not be layed 

For me nor yet for you. 
Myne yerte to teare 
He hathe no feare, 

But dare it well avowe ; 
Pryde with hym goeth 
In herte and cloth, 

How say ye, mother, nowe ; 
Hy thynketh great ease 
Me to dysplease. 

By all the meanes he can ; 
But whan my wyll 
He shulde fulfyU, 

I am a banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

Sonne, though mannes blode 
Be wylde and wode, 
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Frayle as a fadyng floure, 
Regardynge nought 
How ye hym bought, 

Out of the fendes powre ; 
With hertely mynde 
Euer endyned 

To be a transgressoure 
Ayenst your lawe ; 
And though he drawe 

Hymselfe to synne eche houre ; 
Ye may not soo 
His soule forgo, 

Syth ye syttynge in throne, 
Wolde for his loue 
Come frome aboue 

To dye for hym alone. 

JESUS. 

Mother, your loue 
I se the proue 

To man is kynde and true ; 
To haue his lyfe 
Brought out of stryfe, 

Kyndely for hym ye sue. 
And yf he wold 
His vyces olde 

Forsake, and take vertue ; 
I wolde for ruthe, 
Seynge the truthe 

And loue that ye hym shewe, 
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Graunt hym remyssyon, 
Vpon condycyon 

That he forsake Sathan, 
That I may fynde 
Me in his myiide> 

And as no banysshed man. 

MARIA. 

Sonne, your petye 
And charytye, 

Was well perceyued and sene ; 
Whan your pleasure 
Was to endure 

To lye my sydes betwene 
Nyne monethes, and than 
Be borne as man, 

And to brynge hym from tene 
In graue be layed, 
And me your mayd 

To make of heuen queue ; 
And condestende 
Thus at the ende 

To graunte man your pardon 
At my requeste, 
Wherfore shulde reste 

Greate laude to you alone. 

JESUS. 

The poore at nede 
To clothe and fede, 

E 
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Parte of his rent and wage 
He muste bestowe, 
Rememberynge howe 

All came of one lynage. 
Forsakynge synne 
He may me wynne ; 

And to myne herytage 
I shall hym take, 
His soule to make 

My spouse in manage. 
For to perseuer 
With me for euer ; 

With ioye she may say than, 
That she hathe wonne 
A kynges sonne, 

And not a banysshed man. 

THE TRANSLATOR. 

Regarde and se, 
O man to the 

God is moche fauorable ; 
Eschewe thou than 
Reprefe no man, 

Beware by dedes dampnable ; 
In any wyse 
Euer despyse 

Sathan the deceyuable ; 
Thy soule beware, 
Out of his snare 

Neuer be founde vnstable. 
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Perseuerauntly 
Reason applye, 

Justely let all be done ; 
Endlesse solace 
Shall he purchase, 

That serueth but God alone. 



Thus endeth the hoke of the newe Nothrowue Mayd vpon the Passyon 
of Cryste, imprinted at London by John Skot, dwellynge in 
Foster lane within Saynt Leonardos perysshe. 



UERE BEOYNNETH 

A COMPLAYNT 

OF 

A DOLOROUS LOUER 

VPON SUGllEl) WOUDES AND FAYNKI) 
COUNTENAUNCE. 



I say, in ri^ht is reason, in trust is treason ; 
The louc of a woman doth last but a season. 



Imprinted by Robert Wycr. 



HERE BEGYNNETH A COMPLAYNT OF 
A DOLOROUS LOUER. 



O, WHAT dyscomforte! O, what dueyll! 

What greuaunce, O, what syghes depe, 
Thus from my pleasure for to recuyll 

By force of her from whens my paynes doth crepe ! 

To wepynge teres toumed is my slepe ; 
O, what rage, to loue suche a fygure ! 
Uoyded of pytie, replyte with rygoure. 

O, what hope, what solace of suche seruyce ! 

O, how am I with dolour furnysshed ! 
O, what dyspayre, what sadnes, what dystres ! 

As one in bytter tourmentes garnysshed; 

With paynfull thoughtes thus to be banysshed 
From her that hath aboue all creatures 
My herte, and shall whyle the worlde endures. 

Where I haue euer ben constant and true, 

Content and glad aboue all measure, 
To do that thynge that myght ensure 

To her delyght and dayly pleasure ! 

O dolorous tourment that I endure. 
Thus vnkyndly to be forsiiken ! 
Wolde God rayther deth had me taken. 
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O what recomforte shuld I nowe haue, 
For the langoure wherin I am wrapped ; 

Ha ! loue vntrue thou doest me djsceyue, 
By the semblaunce that I of the receyued, 
Helas ! syth I no sooner perceyued 

The sodayne stroke of thy vnkyndnesse, 

Which deedly dothe my herte oppresse. 

Helas 1 to longe haue I attended, 

My greuous payne to deth hath me brought ; 
And where to loue I condyscended, 

Repent I cannot, though I it dere hath bought; 

My trouth and fydelyte is nowe set at nought. 
Helas ! moche better had ben for me 
With bestes to haue lyued that vnknowen be ; 

And there to haue eten rootes and grasse grene, 
And taken my rest in places dysconserte ; 

And neuer with woman to haue be sene, 
But so to haue lyued in places deserte, 
Then had I not knowen the causor of my smerte, 

Whiche lytell regardeth my loue assured, 

But with vnkyndnes my paynes hath procured, 

Whiche are so greuous, that causeth me dayly 
To crye and call for deth moste sodayne ; 

Wyllynge for her to dye more gladly 
Then to haue lyfe with her dysdayne. 
Nowe out of hope I do remayne, 

Euer to reioyce in playe or dysporte, 

But styll to endure without comforte. 
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So with complayntes and regretes pyteous, 
Uoyded of all ioye and pleasure dylectable ; 

By force wherof constrayned to do thus, 
My lyfe to lede with syghes lamentable. 
Thus is my grefe imcomparable, 

And the remembraunce of her swete face 

From my iyes maketh the teres ronne apace. 

Thus do I thynke, O what dyspleasure ! 
What grefe, what offence haue I done ? 

Helas ! what thynge shuld her procure 
Thus me for to forsake so soone. 
For my true herte it is small guerdone ; 

O then what cause haue I for to complayne, 

That for loue suche doloure doth sustayne! 

O what sorowe, what syghes with lamentacyons ; 
What cryes, what wepynges, and what langoure ; 

What dueyll tourmented of dyuers facyons. 
What rygoure, what payne, what doloure I 
O false dysdayne howe myght thou endure 

Thy selfe in suche a place to present, 

Whereas pytie shuld haue ben resydent. 

Helas! my dayes are shortened by thee, 
And by the procurement of thy rewarde ; 

Wherfore I may lament incessantly 

My wyttes trobled, ray body sore apparde ; 
The roote of my sorowe hath no regai'de 

To my dyscomforte and deedly payne; 

Wherfore witli wo to lyue I muste be faync. 
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Helas! haue I not then great wronge, 

Syth my lyfe is abrydged and made shorte. 

And that for her my sorowes stronge, 
Whiche dayly doth to me resorte, 
Is causoure of my dyscomforte ? 

Not consyderynge my mortall payne, 

And greuous sorowes that I sustayne. 

Causeles exempte from her fauoure, 
Without equyte, reason, or ryght ; 

Helas ! syth justyce hath no powre, 

Trouth and fydelyte leseth theyr myght. 
Fayned countenaunce hath blynded my syght ; 

Whom I thought faythfull had ben alwayes, 

With cruell dysdayne my wages payes. 

Nothynge in erthe so moche dyd me please, 
As to hear laude or conmiendacyon 

Gyuen vnto her; it dyd my herte moche ease, 
And also no trouble, syckenes, nor vexacyon. 
Thus me to grefe was none occasyon 

But her vnkyndnes, whom I supposed 

Her sugred wordes had not ben glosed. 

Whiche, as me seemed, was able to constrayne 
The power of dethe, to withdrawe his hande ; 

But nowe, helas ! my hope is all in vayne ; 
I haue it loste that shuld withstande, 
That was my ioye is nowe my wande ; 
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My scorge, my tourment, and my trauelle, 
Worse to endure then the paynes of helle. 

By force wherof dymmed is my syght, 
My wyttes rauysshed, my lyfe is wery, 

My herynge stopped, my speche hath no myght, 
Thus is there nothynge can me mery, 
My dessperat dolour my body wolde bery. 

The longer I lyue the more is my payne, 

Wherfore to dye I wolde be glad and fayne. 

My hole desyre is to be alone, 

That I may haue her in remembraunce, 

That is the causore of my mone, 

The roote and grounde of all my greuaunce ; 
Helas ! nowe haue I loste my vtteraunce, 

My tonge is faynt to crye or call. 

My voyce is feble, with lyfe ryght small. 

Constraynt of wo causeth the teres 
From my iyes plentuously to dystyll, 

Suche habundaunce of sorowe my herte beres. 
That my tonge can not vtter theffecte of my wyll. 
My greuous herte my body doth fyll. 

Thus dyenge and not dead, I do endure, 

A hertles body without pleasure. 

Thus adieu, farewell all ioye and pleasure ; 

Adieu all companye of myrthe and dyssporte ; 
Adieu all luthynge with songe or daunce. 
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A COMPLAINT, ETC. 



Where in tymes past I had comforte ; 

But nowe, helas ! I muste resorte 
Vnto that doloure of dolours most dolorous. 
The payne of paynes, then deth more greuous. 

FINIS. 

Impiynted by me Robert Wyer, dwellynge at the sygne of Saynt 
John Euangelyst, in Saynt Martyns parysshe, beside 
Chaiyng Crosse, in Norwytch Rents. 
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THE PREFACE TO THE TITLE. 

The leprosie phisicke bin approued, 

Achilles cure, because Achilles loued : 
The leprosie (saith Gordon) a disease, 

Which on the child as yet vnbome doth sease. 
Infectious and contagious, I could proue 

It is incurable, and so is loue. 
Loues leprosie, according to her kinde. 

Made him a leaper in a louers minde. 



Imprinted at London by W. White, dwelling in Cow-lane. 
1598. 



TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE 

SIR ROBERT SYDNIE, 

LORD GOUERNOUR OF FLUSHING, T.P. WISHETH AT.T, INCREASE 
OF HONOUR, WITH THE CONTINUANCE OF HIS HOUSE 
IN THAT FLORISHING ESTATE WHEREIN IT 
IS NOW ESTABLISHED. 

I KNOW not (right Honourable) how to excuse this 
insinuation of mine, in committing this ynballast 
barke to the maine of your protection, considering 
that euerie little riuer hath water enough to beare 
it from the ground ; yet if the ozean rage not (as in 
disdayne to support so weake a vessell) I may ac- 
complish the period of my desires, and by this voiage 
leame to correct my compasse; if otherwise, this 
barke, conteyning all my fortunes, suffers vntimely 
shipwracke, and I banquerout of my hopes : 

At tua supplicibus domus est assueta juvandis, 
In quorum numero me precor esse veils. 

There is a sea interventing the hauen Aulis, of 
Beotia and Euboea, called Euripus, which flowes 
with such violence, that it preuayles against the 
windes in maynteining full sayles displayed ex 
aduerso: the same sea (right honorable) a true 
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THE EPISTLE. 



idaea, resembles the loue wherewith you irabrace 
the muses sonnes in rescuing from the Phocian 
Pyreneus the Pyerian queristers, whom headstrong 
lust seekesto dishonour ; I present to your Lordshyppe 
the lucklesse loues of Achilles, which if they may 
but gaine a gratious view in your iudiciall discretion, 
you shall buy my labours at a high rate, and I thinke 
my selfe therewith bountifully rewarded. 

Your Lordshippes officious in all dueties of humilitie. 



Tho. Powell. 
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LECTORI. 

TwAS Dedelus that enuied at the boy 
Drencht in the sea, for making of a toy : 

Little glory did he winne, 

Enuie is a mickle sinne. 

Tis he, and none but he I feare, 

Loath to buy my toy so deare. 

When Apollo shineth bright. 

Lesser starres shall loose their light. 

Wonder not when day is ended, 

Though our glimmering be extendej. 

If I borrow from the Sunne, 

And restore not, day once done. 

May this starre that's so impaled, 

Like a meteor be exhaled ; 

That with his prodigious breath. 

Doth infect vnto the death. 
Cast me not headlong from Parnassus hill, 
Although my work be wanting to my will. 

Gentle reader yours to vse. 
If propitiate with his muse. 

T. P. 
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JAMES HARMAN IN COMMENDATIONS OF 
THE AUTHOR. 



I CAN but muse to see thy timerous muse, 
Of Enuies hidden sting to stand in awe : 

What though th' Athinian carpenter did bruse 
The forward youth, foyboasting of his saw : 

Enuie will turne to loue, and loue to liking, 

Such influence abideth in thy wryghting. 

Let but the gentle reader read thy yeares, 
Thy cygnet for a swanne he will allow ; 

For by Achilles loues it well appeares, 
Thee with hir treasure Pallas did indow. 

Let this suffice for all, thou mayst be bolde. 

So young a head neare wrote a verse so olde. 

Cum tonat ocyus ilex 
Sulphure discuitur sacro quam tuque domusque. 
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Troy lost hir souldier, Priam lost a sonne, 

Troye's hopes were past, and Priam's triumphesdonne. 

The Phrygian dames, those sad Illyades, 

Earth spherifying lyghtes, heauen's Pleiades, 

Do fret the pauement of his brasen tombe 

With teares, whose currants from their eylids runne, 

With teares in stead of flowers they strew the way, 

Such sollemne rites beseeme so blacke a day ; 

With teares they wash his woundes, and then againe. 

Lament with teares their brother Hector slaine. 

Euen at these exequies amongst the rest, 

Was Peleus issue an vnwelcome guest. 

He noates their sorrow, and each seuerall passion, 

Affinghting Nemesis with inuocation 

Polyaeena sendes foorth from trembling brest. 

Yee Gods in whom Troy holdes her interest 

Be iust vpon Achilles for this deede. 

Who first begirt me with a mourning weede : 

At this incenst, to heare such imprecation. 

As to^s owne soule had so neare relation. 

His blood grows proud, and makes his brow the land 

Which he tryfaUowes like cai'actered sand. 
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Thus he replyes in language mixt with gall, 

That but for honour of the capitall, 

And of that truce whereto they were coniured, 

By Hector's blood, which had the earth manured, 

And all the soules which by vntimely fate 

His sword had sent to hell before their date ; 

That tongue from whom such ranckor had his course. 

Should begge for life and yet finde no remorce ; 

But sacrificious at her brother's shrine, 

Besprinkling it with blood, her soule refine. 

These wordes he vsed, and vsing them came neare, 

So nigh that faire Polyxene did appeare : 

Our Mermaidonian captaine all amazed. 

Stone still he standes, and standing still he gazed : 

His eyes were dimde, the obiect was so bright. 

Such is the force of beautie, such her might ; 

His heart an anuill to a tragicke theame. 

Where death began to forge a stratageme. 

Will not endure while furie strikes a heate. 

But at the first allarums sounds retreate. 

His handes extended like that furious knight. 

Who thought the Graecian fleet might proue his right. 

Or as him selfe, when as his second selfe. 

Breathed foorth his soule, diuorst from life and death. 

Euen now, as then for his Patroclus sake. 

Now did I say, euen now I mistake : 

O now they plead as oracles of grace. 

They menace none, for loue hath changed the case ; 

A change to see his knee to offer duetie. 

The foote whereof spumes at all changing beautie. 
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Achilles loues Polyxene : What is shee ? 

The lyuing daughter of his enemie. 

How shall he woe her, that hath wed another ? 

How shall he winne her, that hath slaine her brother ? 

His trophees and his triumphes she doth hate ; 

In Hector's death his vallor lined too late ; 

Line blest in this, that thou art Orpheus brother : 

Hee none of thine, nor Thetis is his mother. 

Hee in Castalian, therein didst thou bath, 

And thou in Stygian, so he neuer hath : 

Minion to Mars, and champion to the Nine : 

O that our age could elbow that of thine. 

But widow shee hath lost Achilles mate, 
Sydney whose breathing fame admits no date. 
O but for him I neuer should abyde. 
But tell the Achademicks lowde he lyde. 
Who mid those holsome hearbes which he did cherish 
Suffered Metemsacosin so to florish. 
In him AchiUes wandring soule did rest. 
Who like an eagle could not buyld her nest. 
Till she had found him out ;. but full of paine, 
Seekes her Echytes els-where all in vaine. 
With finding him, my muse hath lost her selfe. 
Come backe ; for natures banquerout of her wealth. 
The phoenix burnes, would teares might quench the 
fame ; 

Andromache calls on dead Hectors name; 
Though he be dead, his honors euer Hue, 
My infant penne shall him his tribute giue ; 
And when this cygnet hath a whiter hew, 
Shee vowes to swimme or sinke in open view : 
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Vc allies vvom;«s> her loue, is full of woe, 
I'oivAcu veeld*?s> but Hecuba sayes noe. 
AW iluM loue the soime, and loue the mother, 
iiy oppoiiltion should aduerse each other ; 
Sbco doth accuse him as degenerate, 
Who«>e birth a goddesse did contaminate: 
lie^ ;^weares shee is vnkinde of woman kinde, 
Predomiuance stuffes her ambitious minde. 
Both striue to soueraignize, both emulate. 
Such ciuill warre the weale doth dissipate. 
O I should deeme them, but for their descents, 
Two of the foure substantial! elements: 
Those two I meane, whose contrarietie, 
Seekes to expell by their aduersitie. 
Hence is't Polyxen loues and loathes together. 
Much like the vaine that's guyded by the weather : 
This is the influence of loue the mother. 
And loue the sonne, efficient of the other. 
Once more, and reprehende not for digression, 
A womans minde is fit for each impression : 
Hippocrates electuarie wyse 
Attributes it to weaknesse in their eyes ; 
Induce mee to subscribe he neuer can, 
For euery female will outface a man, 
* And sinke him in the center of her eye, 
Drentcht with the sourses of immodestye. 
Olde Hecuba, well learned in their sex, 
Instructes her daughter in this diuelish text ; 
Hate occupie the center of thy hart, 
Varnish with loue the superficial! part, 
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That when Achilles hopes to croppe a flower, 

The hidden snake may haue him in her power. 

The dryft is this, Achilles being slayne, 

The Grsecian trophees will decline and wayne : 

Loue him as rangers vse to loue their deare, 

That being fat, they fall at time of yeere. 

The Lecturis was diligent to reed, 

The pupill as attentiue giues good heed : 

The Graecian at the first encounter faylde. 

Albeit, his second orasons preuaylde. 

Maydes at the first, feare to be counted light, 

And therefore vse their noe but as a slight : 

Yet yf she loue, preuenting nay at thrice. 

For feare shee loose her pray, cryes yea at twice. 

Egiptus Sonne whom Danaa takes to wyfe, 

Feeles ere he sees his throate to kisse the knyfe : 

Euen so our louer, fearing no infection. 

Tastes by the tongue, but tryes not by digestion. 

And now he strikes a higher noate in loue. 

Than earst when baser stringes did onely moue ; 

Am I loues thrall, (quoth he) and must I yeelde 

To her the honors which I wonne in feelde ? 

Loe Cytherea, at thy sacred shryne 

My conquestes I do willingly resigne ; 

Where loue's the goale, and beautie giueth ayme. 

He proue an archer, though I loose the gayme. 

Some of my shaftes are spent, nor will I spare. 

But other shaftes shell proforate the ayre : 

When all are gone heauens archar shall supplie. 

By him ile calculate loues destenie. 
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Joynd with the most propitiate of the seauen, 

Dart foorth coelestiail influence from heauen. 

For this dayes deede O chide mee not to morrow, 

Tis not of Maurus that I begge or borrow : 

If I do so let Fuseus loose his right, 

And yet tis farre to reach vnto the whight. 

His heauie quiuer and my hart of lead, 

Will make the crasie sicke, the sick-men dead. 

The destenies were neuer yet my saintes, 

At fortunes shrine I breath not foorth my plaintes. 

How much I scome to borrow Maurus' bow, 

Heauens constellations may confirme and show ; 

I will commaund them all ; yf they refuse. 

The pledge of wisdome shall be my excuse. 

If Sagitarius throw me from a farre, 

Foure spheres remote to Phoebus thirling carre, 

And he suppose it be disparagement, 

To giue a heauen wrackt soule some intertaiument, 

Like to a fire I'll sit vpon the maynes 

Of his vnmanaged jades, and burne their raynes : 

Then wiU I take my goddesse by the hand, 

Whose awfull scepter guydeth Paphos land. 

How I am wronged shee shall informe her sonne. 

And he shall helpe when all my hopes are done. 

If Cupid fauour not, then wiU I prooue 

Apostate vnto the god of love. 

Nay more, a cynick like Diogenes, 

Misanthropes and a Misogones : 

This resolution did proceede from loue, 

In whose thought flying orb his soule did mooue : 
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The day he spendes in studie how to gaine her, 

His studie nothing els but to obtaine her : 

Obseming this a motiue in their kinde, 

High prayses humor best a woman's minde. 

And this mooues him to proue practitioner ; 

Solicite loue pleas Cupid's barrister. 

Polyxenes poet in his mistres prayse, 

Thus gins to volley foorth his amorous layes. 

Thou wretchles father of a wretched sonne, 

Sire to that dismounted Phaeton : 

Giue raynes vnto those fierie steedes of thine, 

That tread the path of the signiferous lyne. 

Faire sunne that seest each mother's sonne on earth, 

Cynthius by loue, Latoides by thy birth : 

Proude for the one, promoted for the other, 

Vowde to thy loue, denoted to thy mother. 

Eye of all seeing heauens, earthes lyfe, worldes light, 

Whose presence makes the day, and absence night : 

Performe the reuolution of swift time. 

According to these faire demaundes of mine. 

Poynt at that time, that wished time, and say, 

Loe ! this of many a selected day 

Wherein thy loue yeeldes her consenting voyce, 

Of thee (would God of mee) to make her choyce. 

Knowst thou, earth animating lyght, my saint ? 

The fountaine of my griefe, and hartes complaint ? 

If not, attende the whilst I shall thee show, 

How thou my loue from others loues mayst know. 

O shee is fayrer then the louely boy, 

Who by his death bereft Hyperions ioy. 
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Had this Diana naked in the spring, 
By any forreater bin euer seene. 
He could not haue the power to runne away ; 
But there inehaunted, at the goae to stay. 
Nor neede i4ie call the Nimphefl to reach her bocj 
The Bight had rauisht and bewitcht him soe. 
Her voyce the ground of winged Hermes sweete, 
Wlierewitli Lucinae's watchman lell a sleepe : 
Her bandea, yf Joue perceiue they aeeme to craue, 
8he need not speak e, Jo u e graun te what she wo uld hav 
The m argent is so fayre to gaze yi^oUj 
That he shall surfet yf he gasse too long. 
Her armes Heavens eon tin en t, the way so hright. 
Reflecting Cynthias rayes seemes lacteall wMght. 
Once more the more for to deciphei' her, 
SheeB like thy selfe, none so like faii"e etarre. 
The beautie thy diaheuered lockes contaynej 
Doth in the trameb of her hajrre remayne. 
As wee eye thee (all obiectes set apart) 
So sbee hath power to draw both eyes and hait. 
If any penne distinguish twixt the Gods 
And fayre Polyxen^ I allow him ods ; 
Mainteine, there is no difference but ibis ; 
That they in Heauen, sbee on the center is. 
By liim her prayses haue eternitie^ 
And shee layes naked his inortallitie. 
True loue's a sainet, so shall yon true loue know : 
^alse lone a Schythisnj yet a Bainct in show, 
n many elegies of loue wei-e done, 

I uu kI, but not bur hart he won tie : 
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On this condition, that his sword and shield 

Should neuer be aduaust in Teucrian field ; 

And euery Mermaidon whom he controlde, 

The same with him inuiolate to holde. 

By this the dayes of truce did take an ende, 

And heere begins the practize they intende. 

A second leader to the forebred fight 

Was instigated, Troilus behight : 

He knowes Achilles sleepes within his tent, 

His loynes vngirded, and his bo we vnbent. 

He there, the Troian gallant playes his prankes. 

Passes confronted pykes and breakes their rankes. 

The Graecians flye, their captaynes being slayne. 

Our younger sonne to Mars pursues amayne : 

Makes pauement of their trunkes, and where he rides. 

The hollow hoofe checkquered in blood abides, 

Leaning the print behinde, as who should say. 

Be witnesse that the Troian rode this way : 

Achilles doth beholde by loue restraynde. 

He feares to be orebolde, but restes contaynde. 

With execration that he did consent. 

By solemne oath vnto this darke intent ; 

Their instrumentes of warre keepe times accord. 

The Spartan king, before Ant^nors sword 

Flyes, in such danger of recouerie. 

He wisht nighte's mantell were his sanctuarie. 

His foe growes insolent, made proude with pray. 

And conquest must her vtmost duetie pay. 

Achilles is not tyde vnto the mast, 

The Acheloydes singe, and he in hast 
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Leapes from his cabbin. O 'twere treble wrong 
That he impatient should abstayne so long ; 
Well mounted and well met they ioyne togeather 
Like flowdes whose rushing cause tempestuous 
weather : 

And now their clattering shildes resemble thunder; 
The fire a lightning when the cloudes do sunder: 
Long did it thunder ere the heauens were bright, 
So long that when it cleered the day was night : 
A night perpetuall vnto Priams sonne ; 
His horse was slaine, the day was lost and won, 
And heere each one might heare windes whispering 
sound, 

When earst the drums their senses did confound ; 
Troilus dethes chiefe conquest from the fielde. 
Wrapt in their colours, couered with his shielde, 
They carry him to make the number more. 
Whose bleeding sydes Achilles speare did gore. 
O had he not bin ouer insolent, 
Achilles speare had rested in his tent : 
But his prouoking pride did seeme to braue 
The brauest souldier in the ayre concaue. 
This is the onely price that vallour yeeldes, 
Thy soule shall finde his rest in Martiall fieldes. 
The second league for dayes they doe proclaime, 
And now Achilles visites his faire dame. 
Ill fare that outward faire that's inward foule, 
An angels face wed to Proserpine's soule : 
If diuels in dietie thus masked bin. 
The man thats so bewitcht doth no whit sin. 
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Thus pleades the subiect of my weeping muse, 

For his fond loues alleadging this excuse. 

If hee complayne on Loue, shee heares his plaintes 

With delinition, and because he faintes 

Shee doth reuiue him, brooking no delay, 

With assignation of a wedding day. 

Foorthwith a marriage twixt them was concluded : 

Alas, that true loue should be so deluded. 

The sunne is rose, sees Thetis sonne to fall 

Vnder this false pretended nuptiall. 

The Delphick oracle is now fulfilde, 

Eare Troy be wonne, Achilles must be kilde. 

This is the day wherein they surfet all. 

With blood of his who made the Troians thrall ; 

And this the day wherein he did appease 

Vnquiet soules, which earst could find no ease. 

This day was nyght to him, and day to those 

By whom vntimely death did heere repose. 

His lines familliar starre doth shoote and fall, 

The fairest starre the heauens weare gracte withall. 

Euen when his steppes salute the temple porch 

With bynames, and Hymaenus burning torch, 

A shaft from Paris hand did soone disclose 

Where Styx had kist him, and how high it rose. 

Where the Stygian flood did neuer reach, 

Deathes winged messenger did make a breach : 

Whence from each veine the sacred breath descending, 

Polyxens ioyes began, and his had ending. 
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EL^GIA. 

Of all the Gods aboue 
I did honour loue, 

Loue his dietie ; 
Nothing might me mooue, 
For I did approue 
Loue his pietie. 

I did loue, 

He did proue 
Nothing myght my loue remoue. 

He did proue 

I did loue, 
Witnesse this the Gods aboue. 

He did not respect mee. 
But he did reiect mee 

In his royaltie ; 
He did not affect mee, 
But he did suspect mee 
Of disloyaltie : 

No respect 

Did reiect 
Mee in this his royaltie ; 

No affect 

Did suspect 
Mee for no disloyaltie. 
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I the fielde did leaue, 
And mine armes bequeath 

To the loue queene. 
To my brow did cleaue 
Venus myrtill wreath ; 
There was loue seene. 

I did leaue 

And bequeath, 
Myne armour for a myrtill wreath ; 

Myrtle wreathe 

Purchast leaue, 
To my temples fast to cleaue. 

The boy that was so blinde. 
Showed himselfe vnkinde 

To mine amours : 
Playning to the winde 
I no ease coulde finde 
To my clamours. 

He was blinde 

And vnkynde, 
So vnconstant was his minde, 

As the winde. 

So vnkinde, 
Ease for loue I could not finde. 

Now I doe repent mee. 
Now I do lament mee, 
But alas ! too late. 

a 
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EL^.GIA. 



Gentle hart relent thee, 
Though thou must content thee 
With thy froward fate. 

Hart content thee, 

Hart relent thee. 
Since Polyxen was vntruc, 

I lament mee, 

And repent mee ; 
Loue and women both adew. 

Tarn Vcneri quani Marti, mortuus Achilles. 



TIIK END, 



iCUiJAKI^S, I'lllMiill, JjT. MAKTI.N';? LANE. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



The following curious satirical poem is reprinted 
from an unique copy in black-letter, but unfor- 
tunately imperfect at the beginning, in the Grarrick 
Collection, British Museum. 

It was printed by Wynkyn de Worde without 
date, but in all probability soon after the acces- 
sion of Henry the Eighth, and presents a curious 
and graphic picture of the habits and morals of 
the lower classes of society in the latter part of 
the reign of the preceding monarch. 

The idea of summoning together persons of all 
trades and callings to join the " Bote''' under the 
guidance of Cock Lorell, was probably suggested 
by Sebastian Brandt'^ " Shyp of Folys,'' which 
was then becoming popular in England, having 
been translated by Alexander Barclay, and printed 
by Bichard Pynson, at the beginning of the six- 
teenth century. 

In selecting the hero of his tale, the author 
has chosen a well-known character living at the 



time of its publication, and whose oame alone 
was Bufficient to insure ita success. Cock Lorell 
appoarg to havo been a notorioui vagabond, and 
the head of a gang of thieves which infested 
London and ita vicinity during the period above 
alluded to- In Samuel Rowlands^ " Martin 
Mark-all, Beadle of Bridewell, hie Defence and 
Answere to the Belman of London," 4to- 1610, 
he is enumerated second in a list of rogues by 
profession, and is thus described : — After him, 
succeeded by general councell, one Gocke Lorrell, 
the most notorious knave that ever lived : by 
trade he was a tinker, often carrying a panne and 
a hammer for show : but when he came to a good 
booty, he would cast his profession in a ditch, and 
play the padder, and then would alway, and as 
hee past through the towne, crie * Ha you any 
worke for a tinker To write of his knaveries 
it would aske a long time : I referre you to the 
old manuscript rcmajning on record iu Maunders"" 
Hall. This was he that reduced and brought in 
tx>rme the Catalogue of Vagabonds, or Quarterne 
of Knaves, called the fi^ and twentie Orders of 
Knaves: but because it is extant, and in every 
mans shop, I passe them over, * * * This Cocke 
Lorrell continued among them longer than any of 
kis predecessours before him, or after him, for he 
ruled almost two and twentie yeares, until the 
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yeare An. Dom. 15339 and about the five and 
twenty yeare of K. Henry the Eight.'*' 

Rowlands, in naming our hero as the compiler 
of " the Catalogue of Vagabondes,'" alludes to a 
tract printed, (and probably written), by John 
Awdely in 1565 and again in 1575. The title as 
it appears in the second edition, preserved in the 
Bodleian Library, is so curiouis that we quote it 
entire : " The Fraternitye of Vacabondes; as wel 
of ruflyng Vacabondes, as of beggerly, of Women 
as of Men, of Gyrles as of Boyes, with their 
proper names and qualities. With a description 
of the crafty company of Gousoners and Shifters. 
Whereunto also is adioyned the xxv Orders of 
Knaues, otherwyse called a Quartern of Knaues 
Confirmed for euer by Cocke Lorell. 

The Vprightman speaketh, 

** Our Brotherhood of Vacabondes, 

If you would know where dwell ; 
In graues end Barge which seldome standes, 

The talke wyll shew ryght well." 

Cocke Lorell aunswereth. 

Some orders of my Knaues also 

In that Barge shall ye fynde ; 
For no where shall ye walke I trow, 

But ye shall see their kynde/ 

Imprinted at London hy John Awdely^ dwellynge 
in little Britayne Streetewithowte Aldersgate^ 1575. 
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A particular description of this tract, by the 
Rev. Dr. Bliss, may be seen in Sir Egerton 
Brydges' "British Bibliographer," vol. ii. p. 12, 
and a further notice in the Appendix to the 
Doctor's excellent edition of Bishop Earless " Mi- 
crocosmography,'*'* 8vo. 1811. It was reprinted in 
1813 by Mr. Machell Stace. 

Cock Lorell is again mentioned in a satirical 
poem in black letter, without date or printer's 
name, in the Bodleian Library, called " Doctour 
Double Ale." 

" I hold you a grota 
Ye wyll rede by rota, 
That ye wete a cota, 
In cocke lorels bota." 

The Bev. Mr. Hartshorne (Ancient Metrical 
Tales, p. 243), not being aware perhaps of the 
allusion, misprinted it cacie losels bota. 

Mr. Collier, who pointed out the above mistake, 
says " the only other mention of Cock Lorels Bote, 
that I remember, is in John Hey wood's " Epigrams 
upon three hundred proverbs," 1566. 

" A BUSY BODY. 

He will have an ore in every man's barge. 
Even in cocke lorels barge, he berth that charge." 

The name of this distinguished rogue appears 
to have been well known at a much later period. 
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Ben Jonson, in his masque of the " Gypsies Meta- 
morphosed,'''* introduces a song beginning, 

" Cock Lorrel would need have the devil his guest, 
And bid him once into the Peak to dinner, 
Where never the fiend had such a feast 
Provided him yet at the charge of a sinner." 

This merry ballad enjoyed considerable popu- 
larity, and broadside copies are preserved in the 
Pepysian and Ashmolean Collections. It was 
afterwards included in the " Antidote against 
Melancholy,'' 1661, and in the later editions of the 
same work, entitled " Wit and Mirth, or Pills to 
Purge Melancholy.'*'' 

The attention of the public was first drawn to 
the following tract by the Eev. William Beloe, in 
his "Anecdotes of Literature and Scarce Works,*" 
1807, (vol. i. p. 393), but by some strange over- 
sight the reverend author misprinted the title 
" Cocke Lorells Vote'' instead of his " Boter 

Dr. Dibdin, in his new edition of Amos'* " Typo- 
graphical Antiquities'*"' (vol. ii. p. 352), describes 
this little work, but appears never to have seen it 
himself. The learned Doctor is still further in 
the wrong than the Eev. Mr. Beloe, when he 
talks " of the licentiqus aud predatory character 
of its author'' one " Cock Lorell,'" whose " popu- 
larity has, I believe, escaped the notice of our 
chroniclers. " 

b 



Who the author really was will probably never 
be aacertained, hut that he was a man of consider- 
able talent there can be no question, and we are 
not acquainted with any publication of the time, 
that displays more spirit and humour, and better 
merits reprinting, than " Cock Lorell^a Bote/"' 

A limited impression of thirty-five copies of the 

Bote"" was printed in 1817, under the super- 
intend ance of the late Eev, Henry Di'ury^ for the 
members of the Roxburgh Club ; and an impression 
of forty copies was printed in 1841, for Messrs* 
Stanley and Blake, Booksellers of Edinburgh. 
The latter edition is disfigured by great inaccu- 
racies, and it waa thought that a reprint, carefully 
collated with the original, would not be unac- 
ceptable to the Members of the Percy Society * 

We may mention that the original is adorned 
with wooden-cuts"' borrowed from the Shyp of 
Folye,'"" but as they arc not particularly applicable 
to the '"BotCj" we have not thought it necessary 
to have them re-engraved for the present edition. 



* Ammgsi tlie maccumcies with wliicli the Edinburgh 
reprint abounds, we may point out the Ibllowiug : " 
lira wers** for " ttire drawers f ** ttmtte men*' for irndtr men f 
**ij/u,Ti^ Gast43i"S'' for ^^tf/fme casters f ^^kneuyg it there" for 
mww (i. c. gnawed) It there " droi^^^^ feope' for ilronien 
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COCKE LORELLES BOTE. 



« :|( * « 

She had a desjrre ofte to be wedde, 

And also to lye in an other mannes bedde, 

Lytell rought she therfore ; 

She is as softe as a lamme yf one do her meue, 

And lyke to y* deuyll wan a ma dothe her greue, 

So well is she sette ; 

O good condycyon to her housbonde, 

Yf he call her calat, she calleth hy knaue agayne, 

She shyll not dye in his dette. 

By Saynt Jone, sayd Cocke than, 

These be fiayre vertues in a woman, 

Thou shake be my launder 

To wasshe and kepe clene all my gere, 

Our two beddes togyder shall be sette 

Without ony lette. 

The nexte that came was a coryar 

And a cobeler, his brother, 

As ryche as a newe shorne shepe ; 

They ofFred Cocke a blechynge pot, 

Other Jewelles they had not, 

B 
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Scant shoes to thejr fete. 

The coryer dresseth so well his lether 

That it wolde drynke water in fajre weder, 

Therfore he hath many a crystes curse: 

And tho cobeler for his cloutynge 

The people blesseth hym with euyll cheuynge, 

To knytte faste in his purse. 

A shomaker came to these other two, 

Bytwene them two was moche a do 

For a pyese of lether, 

They togged with theyr teth, and gnewe it there, 
And pulde as it had been grehondes at a hare ; 
It was a shepes skyne of a wether, 
And than they tanned it whan they had done 
To make lether to hym with mennes shone, 
And all for theyr auayle ; 
For as sone as the hemme is tore 
The sho is lost for euer more. 
And it is lytell meruayle. 
A tanner for euyll tannyng of leder, 
They foure with sorowe Cocke dyde set togyder, 
And neuer a good without fayle. 
p> Than came one w* two bolddogges at his tayle, 
And that was a bocher without fayle, 
All be gored in reed blode ; 
In his hande he bare a flap for flyes. 
His hosen gresy vpon his thyes, 
That place for magottes was very good ; 
On his necke he bare a cole tre logge, 
He had as moche pyte as a dogge. 



COCKE LORELLES BOTE. 3 

And he were ones wrothe: 

He loked perysshe, and also rowe, 

A man wolde take hym for a shrewe I trowe, 

And of his company be lothe. 

Than came a gonge fermourer, 

Other wyse called a masser scourer ; 

With hym a canyell raker — 

Thejr presence made Cocke and his me to spewe, 

For as swete was theyr brethe as henka or rewe, 

To wasshe them they laked water; 

On these Irysshe copel I wyll not tare, 

Cocke dyde set the there as knaues sholde be, 

Amonge the slouenly sorte. 

Than came two false towlers in nexte, 

He set them by pykers of the best, 

For there sholde they abyde; 

But before y* they were plonged in the ryuer, 

To searche theyr bodyes f&jre and dere, 

Therof they had good sporte. 

A myller dustypoll than dyde come, 

A loly felowe with a golden thome. 

On his necke a sacke was. 

Many sayd that he with reprefe 

Of all craftes was nexte a thefe ; 

In that Cocke founde no lacke, 

He sayd that he touled twys for forgetynge. 

And stele floure and put chauke therin, 

Be sherewe hym that taught hym that ; 

Cocke bad hym grynde cherystones and peson, 

To make his men brede for a season, 

« 2 
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By cause whete was very dere. 

Than came a pardoner with his boke, 

His quaterage of euery man he toke, 

But Cocke wolde theyr names here ; 

The pardoner sayd, I will rede my roll, 

And ye shall here the names poll by poll, 

There of ye nede not fere. 

Here is fyrst, Cocke Lorell the knyght, 

And symkyn emery, mayntenauce agayne ryght ; 

With slyngethryfte fleshemonger : 

Also fabyane flaterer, 

And fesly claterer, 

With adam auerus flayle swenger ; 

And frauces flaperoche, of stewys captayne late, 

With gylys vnyeste mayer of newgate, 

And lewes vnlusty the lesynge monger ; 

Here also baude baudyn boiler, 

And his brother copyn coler. 

With mathew marchaunte of shoters hyll ; 

Crystofer catchepoll a crystes course gaderer. 

And wat welbelyne of ludgate layler. 

With laurence lorell of clerken well. 

Here is gylys logeler of ayebery. 

And hym sougelder of lothe bery. 

With wallys the wrangler ; 

Pers potter of brydge water, 

Saunder fely the mustarde maker. 

With lelyan langeler. 

is lenkyne berwarde of Barwycke, 
l»mbler of warwyke, 
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With Phyllyp fletcher of fernam i 

Here is wyll wyly the myl peker, 

And patrycke peuysshe heerbeter, 

With lusty hary hange man. 

Also mathewe tothe drawer of London, 

And sybly sole mylke wyfe of Islyngton, 

With davy drawelache of rokyngame ; 

Here is maryone marchauntes at all gate, 

Her husbode dwelleth at y^ sygne of y« cokeldes pate, 

Nexte house to Robyn renawaye ; 

Also hyeke crokenec the rope maker. 

And steuen mesyll mouthe muskyll taker, 

With lacke basket seler of alwelay. 

Here is george of podynge lane, carpenter, 

And patrycke peuysshe a conynge dyrte dauber, 

WorshypfuU wardayn of slouens In ; 

There is maryn peke small fremason, 

And pers peuterer that knocketh a basyn, 

With gogle eyed tomson shepster of lyn. 

Here is glyed wolby of gylforde squyere, 

Andrewe of habyngedon-apell byer, 

With alys esy a gay tale teller ; 

Also peter paten maker, 

With gregory loue good of rayston mayer, 

And hary halter seler at tyborn the ayer. 

Here is kate with the croked fote. 

That is colsys doughter the dronken koke, 

A lusty pye baker; 

Here is saunder sadeler of froge strete comer, 
With lelyan loly at sygne of the bokeler, 
And mores moule taker ; 
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Also annys angry with the croked buttocke, 

That dwelled at y« sygne of y* dogges hede in ye 

By her crafte a breche maker. 

Cocke sayd, pardoner now ho and sease, 

Thou makeste me wery, holde thy pease, 

A thynge tell thou to me ; 

What profyte is to take thy pardon, 

Shewe vs what mede is to come 

To be in this fraternyte ? 

SjT this pardon is newe founde 

By syde London brydge in a holy grounde, 

Late called the stewes banke. 

Ye knowe well all, that there was 

Some relygyous women in that place 

To whome men offred many a franke. 

And bycause they were so kynde and lyberall, 

A merueylous auenture there is be fall ; 

Yf ye lyst to here how. 

There came suche a winde fro wynchester 

That blewe these women ouer the ryuer, 

In wherye, as I wyll you tell. 

Some at sa3mt Kateryns stroke a grounde, 

And many in holborne were founde ; 

Some at sa3mt Gyles, I trowe. 

Also in aue maria aly, and at westmenster, 

And some in shordyche drewe theder 

With grete lamentacyon. 

And by cause they haue lost that fayre place, 

I'hey wyll bylde at colman hedge in space 

A nother noble mansyon, 
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Fayrer and euer the halfe strete was, 

For euery house newe paued is with gras: 

Shall be full of fayre floures, 

The walles shallbe of hauthorne, I wote well, 

And hanged w* whyte motly y* swete doth smell, 

Grene shall be the coloures. 

And as for this olde place, these wenches holy 

They wyll not haue it called the stewys for foly, 

But maketh it a strabery banke ; 

And there is yet a chapell saue 

Of whiche ye all the pardon haue, 

The saynt is of symme trollanke. 

I wyll reherse here in generall 

The indulgences that ye haue shall. 

Is these that foloweth, with more : 

At the oure of deth whan ye haue nede. 

Ye shall be assoyled of euery good dede. 

That you haue done before ; 

And ye shall be parte taker of as many good dedde 

As is done euery nyght a bedde ; 

And also ferthermore. 

At euery taueme in the yere, 

A solempne dyryge is songe there. 

With a grete drynkynge ; 

At all ale houses trewely. 

Ye shall be prayed for hertely 

With a loyefull wepynge. 

And the pope darlaye hath grauted in his byll. 

That euery brother may do what he wyll, 

Whyle that they be wakynge ; 
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And the pardone gyueth you that hath the pose, 
On your owne sleue to wype your nose, 
Without rebuke takynge. 

Also pope nycoll graunteth you all in this texte. 

The coughe and the colyke, the gout and the flyxe, 

With the holsome tothe ache. 

Also it is graunted by our bulles of lede. 

That whan ony brother is dede 

To the chyrche dogges shall cary hym ; 

A ryche pal to ly on y® corse late fro rome is come, 

Made of an olde payre of blewe medly popley hosone. 

For y® worshyppe of all y® bretherne 

Theyr knylles shall be roge in y® myddes of tese. 

And theyr masse songe at shoters hill amonge the elmes. 

With grete deuocyon in dede : 

And many thynges elles shall be done, 

The resydewe I wyll reherse soone, 

For drynke fyrst must I nede. 

Than Cocke cast a syde his hede, 

And sawe the stretes all ouer sprede 

That to his bote wolde come. 

Of all craftes there were one or otlier, 

I wyll shewe how many or I passe ferther 

And reken them one by one. 

The fyrst was golde smythes, and grote clyppers, 

Multyplyers, and clothe thyckers, 

Called fullers euerychone ; 

There is taylers, tauerners, and drapers, 

Potycaryes, ale brewers, and bakers, 

Mercers, fletchers, and sporyers. 
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Boke prynters, peynters, bowers, 
Myllers, carters, and botyll makers ; 
Waxechaundelers, clothers, and grocers, 
Wolle men, vynteners, and flesshemongers, 
Salters, lowelers, and habardashers, 
Drouers, cokes, and pulters ; 
Yermongers, pybakers, and waferers, 
Fruyters, chese mongers, and mynstrelles. 
Talowe chaundelers, hostelers, and glouers ; 
Owchers, skynners, and cutlers ; 
Blade smythes, fosters, and sadelers ; 
Coryers, cordwayners, and cobelers ; 
Gyrdelers, forborers, and webbers ; 
Quylte makers, shermen, and armorers. 
Borlers, tapstry workemakers, and dyers ; 
Brouderers, strayners, and carpyte makers ; 
Sponers, torners, and hatters ; 
Lyne webbers, setters, with lyne drapers. 
Roke makers, coper smythes, and lorymers ; 
Brydel bytters, blacke smythes, and ferrars ; 
Bokell smythes, horse leches, and gold beters ; 
Fyners, plommers, and penters. 
Bedmakers, fedbed makers, and wyre drawers ; 
Founders, laten workers, and broche makers ; 
Pauyers, bell makers, and brasyers ; 
Pynners, nedelers, and glasyers. 
Bokeler makers, dyers, and lether sellers ; 
Whyte tanners, galyors, and shethers ; 
Masones, male makers, and merbelers ? 
Tylers, brycke leyers, harde hewers ; 
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Parys plasterers, daubers, and lyme bomers. 

Carpenters, coupers, and ioyners ; 

Pype makers, wode mogers, and orgyn makers ; 

Coferers, carde makers, and earners ; 

Shyppe wryghtes, whele wryghtes, and sowers. 

Harpe makers, leches, and vpholsters ; 

Porters, fesycyens, and corsers ; 

Parchemente makers, skynners, and plowers. 

Barbers, boke bynders, and lymners. 

Repers, faners and homers, 

Pouche makers, belowfarmes, and cage sellers ; 

Lantemers, stryngers, grynders, 

Arowe heders, maltemen, and corne mongers. 

Balancers, tynne casters, and skryueners ; 

Stacyoners, vestyment swoers, and ymagers ; 

Sylke women, pursers, and garnysshers ; 

Table makers, sylke dyers, and shepsters ; 

Golde sheres, keuerchef, launds, and rebe makers. 

Tankarde berers, bouge men, and spere planers ; 

Spynsters, carders, and cappe knytters; 

Sargeauntes, katche pollys, and somners, 

Carryers, carters, and horskepers ; 

Courte holders, bayles, and honters ; 

Constables, hede borowes, and katers. 

Butlers, sterchers, and musterde makers ; 

Harde waremen, mole sekers, and ratte takers ; 

Bewardes, brycke borners, and canel rakers ; 

Potters, brome sellers, pedelers, 

Shepherdes, cowe herdes, and swyne kepers. 

Broche makers, glas blowers, cadelstycke casts, 
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Hedgers, dykers, and mowers ; 

Gk)miers, maryners, and shypmaysters. 

Chymney swepers, and costerde mongers, 

Lode men, and bere brewers ; 

Fysshers of the see, and muskel takers ; 

Schouyll chepers, gardeners, and rake fetters ; 

Players, purse cutters, money baterers, 

Grolde washers, tomblers, logelers. 

Pardoners, kyges beche gatherers, and lether dyers. 

There were theues, hores, and baudes; w' mortherers, 

Crakers, facers, and chyldeme quellers ; 

Spyes, lyers, and grete sclaunderers ; 

Cursers, chyders, and grete vengeaunce cryers. 

Dyssymulynge beggers, hede brekers, borders, 

Nette makers, and harlote takers ; 

Swerers, and outragyous laughers, 

Surmowsers, yll thynkers, and make brasers ; 

With lollers, lordaynes, and fagot berers. 

Luskes, slouens, and kechen knaues ; 

Bargemen, whery rowers, and dysers ; 

Tybume coUopes, and peny pryckers ; 

Bowlers, mas shoters, and quayters ; 

Flaterers, and two face berers. 

Sluttes, drabbes, and counseyll whystelers ; 

With smoggy colyers, and stykyge goge fermers ; 

Of euery craft some there was, 

Shorte or longe, more or lasse. 

All these rehersed here before 

In Cockes bote eche man had an ore, 
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All tho that offyces had, 

Some woude at capstayne, as Cocke the bad ; 

Some stode at y® slyge, some dyde trusse and thryge; 

Some pulde at the beryll, some sprede y^mayne myssyll; 

Some howysed the mayne sayle, 

Some veryed showte a very slayle; 

Some roped y* hoke, some y® pope, and some y* lauce. 

Some y® loge bote dyde lauce, some mede y® corse, 

Mayne corfe toke in a refe byforce : 

And they that were abyll drewe at the cabyll. 

Some the anker layde, some at the plope a sayll swepe, 

One kepte compas and watched y« our glasse. 

Some y« lodysshestoe dyd seke, some y* bote dyd ; 

Some made knottes of lynkes endes, 

Some the stay rope suerly byndes, 

Some a satte borte a stare borde ; 

Some the standerdes out dyde brynge, 

Some one the shrowedes dyde cljone, 

Some couched a hogges heed vnder a hatche, 

Some threwe out bayte, fysshe to catche. 

Some pulled vp the bonauenture, 

Some to howes the tope sayle dyde entre, 

Some stered at the helme behynde, 

Some whysteled after the wynde ; 

There was non that there was 

But he had an offyce more or lasse. 

Than Cocke Lorell dyde his whystele blowe 

That all his men sholde hym knowe, 

With that they cryed, and made a shoute, 

That the water shoke all aboute ; 
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Than men myght here the ores classhe, 

And on the water gaue many a dasshe, 

They sprede theyr sayles as voyde of sorowe, 

Forthe they rowed Saint George to borowe ; 

For loye their trupettes dyde they blowe, 

And some songe heue and howe rombelowe. 

They sayled fro garlyke hede to knaues in, 

And a pele of gonnes gan they rynge ; 

Of colman hedge a sight they had, 

That made his company very glad, 

For there they thought all to play 

Bytwene tybome and chelsay. 

With this man was a lusty company, 

For all raskyllers fro them they dyde trye, 

They banysshed prayer, peas, and sadnes ; 

And toke with them myrthe, sporte, and gladnes ; 

They wolde not haue vertu, ne yet deuocyon ; 

But ryotte, and reuell, with ioly rebellyon. 

They songe and daunsed full merely. 

With swerynge, and starynge heuen hye. 

Some said y' they were getle me of grete myght, 

That ther purses were so lyght ; 

And some wente in fured gownes, and gay shone, 

That had no mo faces than had the mone. 

Of this daye gladde was many a brothell, 

That myght haue an ore with Cocke Lorell ; 

Thus they daunsed with all theyr myght 

Tyll that phebus had lost his lyght. 

But than came lucyna with all her pale hewe. 

To take her sporte amonge the cloudes blewe ; 
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And marcury he trewe downe his golde hemes, 

And sperus her syluer stremes, 

That in the worlde gaue so grete lyght 

As all the erth had be paued with whyte. 

Tha Cocke wayed anker, and housed his sayle, 

And forthe he rowed without fayle ; 

They sayled England thorowe and fhorowe, 

Vyllage, towne, cyte, and borowe ; 

They blessyd theyr shyppe whan they had done, 

And dranke about saynt lulyans tome ; 

Than euery man pulled at his ore, 

With that I coulde se them no more. 

But as they rowed vp the hyll, 

The bote swayne blewe his whystell fall shryll ; 

And I wente homwarde to mowe shame stere. 

With a company dyde I mete, 

As ermytes, monkes and freres, 

Chanons, chartores, and inholders ; 

And many whyte nonnes with whyte vayles, 

That was full wanton of theyr tayles. 

To mete with Cocke they asked how to do, 

And I tolde them he was a go ; 

Than were they sad euerychone. 

And went agayne to theyr home ; 

But my counseyll I gaue them there, 

To mete with Cocke another yere. 

No more of Cocke now I vnyte, 

But mery it is whan knaues done mete, 

Cocke had in his hande a grete route. 

The tliyrde persone of Englande. 
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Thus of Cocke Lorell I make an ende, 
And to heuen god your soules sende, 
That redeth this boke ouer all 
Chryst couer you with his mantell perpetuall. 



AMEN. 



Here endeth Cocke Lorelles bote. Imprynted at London in 
the Flete strcte at the sygne of the sonnc 
by Wynk}Ti de Worde. 
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INTRODUCTION 



EiCHARD Johnson, the compiler, and in all pro- 
bability the author, of " The Crown e-G-arland of 
Goulden Roaes,^'' was a ballad and prose-romance 
writer of some note at the end of the sixteenth, 
and beginning of the seventeenth, century. No 
particulars of his life have descended to us, and it 
is only from his works that we are enabled to 
glean a few slight notices of his career. 

It has been conjectured, and with great proba- 
bility, that the ballads in the following collection 
were written at a much earlier period than the 
date of their publication in the form of a *' Gar- 
land/" We know that Johnson was an author as 
early as the year 1592, when he published a poem 
called Nine Worthies of London : explaining 
the honourable Exercise of ArmeSj the Vertues 
of the Valiant, and the memorable Attempts of 
magnanimous Minds,"" &c. 4to. (reprinted in the 
Harleian Miscel. viii. 437, ed. Park), and it was 
probably about that time he wrote, and printed 
in broadsides, many of the ballads which ho after- 
wards collected in the present ibnn. 



In Kemp's Nino Dales Wondor/^ printed in 
1 600, there is apparently an allusion to Johnson, 
as " tho ballad- maker whom his kinsman Jan- 
soniuB brought out,''' and whom Kemp " humbly 
requests not to fill the countrj^ with lyes of his 
never done actee, as he did in his late morrice to 
Norwich." 

The Famous His tori e of the Seven Champions 
of Christendom e" is the work by which Johnson 
is best known. Though now "the play-thing of 
children/'' it was onco in high repute* Mercs 
mentions it in his " Palladis Tamia, or Wit's 
Treasury," fol 268, 1598; and Bishop Hall, in 
his Satires, published in 1597, ranks — 

Sl» George's aorrell, and liis cross of blood" 

among the most popular stories of his time. The 
earliest extant edition of this celebrated romance 
{wkat edition the title-page does not indicate) 
was printed, in two parte, in 1 608, 4to. but the 
Rev, A- Dyce has pointed out two entries of it in 
the Stationers'" Books in 1596. The first is to 
John Danter, on the 20th of April, and the second 
to Cuthbert Burby (by assignment from John 
Danter) on the 6th of September. Vide notes 
on Kemp's Nine dates Wmukr^ p, 35, 

Upon the death of Queen Elizabeth, Johnson 
lamented that untimely event" in a work bearing 
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the tiiJe of " Aiiglorum Lachrymse, in a sad Paa- 
sioiij complayning the Death of QuGeno Elizabeth ; 
yet comforted againo by the vertuous hopea of King 
James*" 

In 1607 he published " The Pleasant Walkes 
of Moore-fieldsj" 4to*, and in 1612 ''A Eomem- 
brance of the Honors due to the Life and Death 
of Robei-t (Cecill) Earle of Salisbury." 

Johnson was probably the author of The 
History of Tom of Lincoln," 4to.5 by R. J*, who 
likewise reprinted Don Flores of Greece,'" 4to. 
His latest work appears to have been Dainty 
Conceits," printed in the year 1630. Of this we 
know no other copy than that sold in the Whita- 
Knight's Sal e , It may bo con j e c tur ed that Job nson 
did not long survive this date ; for, if we suppose 
him to have been twenty-five years old in the year 
1592 J when we first hear of hira as an author, he 
must have attained the age of sixty-three when 
the " Dainty Conceits'" were published. 

The following Garland is reprinted from the 
fir&t known edition, viz. that of 161 2j a copy of 
which is deposited in the Bodleian Library. It 
was frequently reprinted^ each time receiving 
" new additions," The greater proportion of the 
ballads are historical, and, from very early times 
down to the end of the seventeenth century, the 
common people knew history chiefly from ballads. 



Aubrey mentions that his nurse could repeat the 
history of England, from the conquest down to 
the time of Oharbs I, in ballads. 

It would be inipossible to give anything like a 
complete list of the editions through which The 
Crown Crarland" passed; but those of 1631 ; of 
1659 and 1662, for W. Gilbert ; of 1680, for 
; and of 1692, for W. Thackeray (and 
probably others) are still extant* 

It was at first intended to add, in an appendix 
to the present edition, the baUads included in that 
of 16595 hut a careful examination has proved 
that the greater part, if not the whole, are to be 
found in other Garlands, which the Percy Society 
proposes at a future time to reprint. Many of 
the added ballads are by Thomas Deloney. 

The contents of the two editions are the same 
as far as page 51 of the present reprint. All after 
that are omitted in the edition of 1659, and the 
following inserted in their place, 

1. A Senant^e Sorrow Tot the Loss of his late rojul MisCrb 

Queen An,^ who dyed iit Hnmpton Court 

The lime is " Jn sad md ostiy weede^" 
Firgt line. — " In dole and deep diatrcss/^ 

2, The Good Shcphtmrd's sorrow for the death of hia heloved 

son. To & new tuti<). 

Firs* line. — "In sad and ashy wt^edi." 
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3. Condon's Comfort. — The second part of the Good Shepheard. 

To the same tune. 

First line. — " Peace, Shepheard, cease to moan." 

4. A Mournful Ditty of the death of the Fair Kosamond, King 

Henry the Second's concubine. To the tune of Flying 
Fame. 

First Kne, — " When as King Henry rul'd this land." 

5. A most rare and excellent History of the Duchess of Suffolk's 

calamity. To the tune of Queen Dido. 

First line, — " When God had taken for our sin." 

This ballad, which ends the first part, is taken 
from Deloney's "Strange Histories,"" 1607, which 
have already been reprinted by the Society. The 
second part begins with — 

6. The lamentable Fall of the great Dutches of Glocester, the 

wife of Duke Humfrey : how she did penance in London 
Streets bare-footed, with a wax candle in her hand: and 
how at last she was banished the land, where, in exile in the 
Isle of Man, she ended her dayes in woe. To the tune of 
" Fortune my Foe." 

First Une. — "I once a Dutches was of great renown." 

7. A courtly new song of the Princely wooing of the fair Maid 

of London, by King Edward. To the tune of "Bonny sweet 
Robin." 

First Une. — "Fair Angel of England, thy beauty so bright" 

8. The Fair Maid of London's answer to King Edward's wanton 

love. To the same tune. 



ttrst line. — " Oh wanton King Edward, 'tis labour in vain." 
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THE CROWNE-GARLAND 

OF 

GOLDEN ROSES. 



A PRINCELY SONG MADE OF THE RED ROSE AND THE WHITE, 
ROTALLT UNITED TOGETHER BT KING HENRT THE SEVENTH 
AND ELIZABETH PLANTAGINET, DAUGHTER TO EDWARD THE 
FOURTH : FROM WHOM OUR NOW 80VERAIGN LORD, KING JAMES, 
UNNIALLT DESCENDED. 

To the Tune of " When flying Fame." 

"When Yorke and Lankaster made war, 

Within this famous land, 
The lives of England's royaU peeres 

Did in much danger stand. 
Seaven English kings, in bloody feelds. 

For England's crowne did fight ; 
In which their heires were, ail but twaine. 

Of lives bereaved quight. 

Then thirty thousand English-men 

"Were in one battel slaine ; 
Yet could not aU this English blood, 

A setled peace obtaine. 

B 
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For fathers kind their deere sonnes kil'd, 

And sons their fathers slew, 
Yea, kindreds fought against their kind. 

And not each others knew. 

At last, by Henries lawfull claime. 

This wasting warre had end ; 
For England's peace he soone restor'd. 

And did the ^ame defend. 
For tyrant Richard, nam'd the Third, 

Chief breeder of this wo. 
By him was slaine neare Leaster towne. 

As cronicles doe show. 

All feares of warre he thus exil'd. 

Which joy'd each English-man, 
And dales of long-desired peace 

Within the land began. 
He rul'd his kingdome by true love. 

To cheire his subjects' lives: 
For every one had dayly joy. 

And comfort of their wives. 

King Henry had such a princely care 

Our further peace to frame, 
Tooke fair Elizabeth to wife. 

That gallant Yorkest dame : 
Fourth Edward's daughter, blest of God 

To scape King Richard's spight, 

»*i thus made England's peerless queene. 
Henries hearts delight. 



OF GOLDEN ROSES. 



Tlius Henry, first of Tudor's name, 

And Lankaster the last. 
With Yorke's right heire, a true love's knot 

Did linke and tie full fast. 
Renowned Yorke the White Rose gave, 

Brave Lankaster the Red : 
By wedlocke here conjoyn'd to grow. 

Both in one princely bed. 

These Roses sprang and budded faire. 

And carried such a grace, 
That Bangs of England in their armes 

Afford them worthy place. 
And fiorish may these Roses long, 

That all the world may tell. 
The owners of these princely flowers 

In vertues doe excell. 

To glorifie these Roses more. 

King Henry and his queene 
First plac*d their pictures in [wrought] gold. 

Most gorgeous to be scene. 
The king's owne gard now weares the same 

Upon their backes and brest ; 
Where love and loyalty remaines. 

And evermore shall rest. 

The red rose on the backe is plast. 

Thereon a crowne of gold ; 
The white rose on the brest as brave 

And costly to behold ; 
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Bedeckt most rich with silver studs, 

On cotes of scarlet red ; 
A blushing hew, which England's fame 

Now many a yeare hath bred. 

Thus Tudor and Plantaginet 

These honors first devized, 
To welcome long desired peace, 

With us so dearely prized. 
A peace that now maintayned is 

By James, our royall king: 
For peace brings plenty to the land. 

With every blessed thing. 

To spcake againe of Henries praise. 

His princely liberall hand 
Gave guifts and graces many waies 

Unto this famous land : 
For which the Lord him blessings sent. 

And multiplied his store; 
In that he left more wealth to us 

Then any king before. 

For first his sweet and lovely queene, 

A joy above the rest, 
Broughf him both sonnes and daughters faire. 

To make this kingdom blest. 
The royiill blood, that was at ebb. 

So increased by this queene. 
That England's heirs unto this day, 

I'W fiorish faire and greene. 



OF GOLDEN ROSES. 
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The first faire blessing of his seede 

Was Arthur Prince of Wales, 
Whose vertues to the Spanish court, 

Quite ore the ocean sayles. 
There Ferdinand, the King of Spaine, 

His daughter Katherne gave 
For wife unto the English prince ; 

A thing that God would have. 

Yet Arthur in his lofty youth. 

And blooming time of age. 
Submitted meekely his sweet life 

To death's impartiall rage : 
Who dying so, no issew left, 

The sweet of nature's joy, 
Which compast England round with griefe. 

And Spaine with sad anoy. 

King Henries second cwnfort prov'd 

A Henry of his name ; 
In following time eight[h] Henry cal'd, 

A king of noble fame. 
He conquered Bullen with his sword. 

With many town|^ in France : 
His manly might and fortitude 

Did England's fame advance. 

He popish abbies first supprest. 

And papestry pul'd downe ; 
And bound their lands by parliment 

Unto his royall crowne. 
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He had three children by three wives, 

All princes raining here ; 
Edward, Mary, and Elizabeth, 

A queene beloved most deare. 

These three sweet branches bare no frute, 

Grod no such joy did send ; 
Through which the kingly Tudors' name 

In England here had end. 
The last Plantaginet that liv'd 

Was nam'd Elizabeth : 
Elizabeth last Tudor was, 

The greatest queene of earth. 

Seventh Henry yet we name againe, 

Whose grace gave free consent 
To have his daughters married, both 

To kings of high desent : 
Margret, the eldest of the twaine, 

Was made great Scotland's queene ; 
As wise, as fair, as vertuous 

As eare was lady seene. 

From which fair queene^ur royall king 

By lineale course descendeth ; 
And rightfully he injoys that crowne. 

Which God now still befrendeth. 
For Tudor and Plantaginet, 

By yeelding unto death, 
Have made renowned Steward's name 

The greatest upon earth. 
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His younger daughter, Mary cal'd, 

As princely by degree, 
Was by her father worthy thought 

The Queene of France to be : 
And after to the Suffolke Duke 

Was made a noble wife, 
Where, in the famous English court 

She lead a vertuous life. 

King Henry and his lovely queene 

Rejoyst to see the day, 
To have their children thus advanst 

With honors every way : 
Which purchast pleasure and content. 

With many a yeares delight ; 
Till sad mischance, by cruell death, 

Procur'd them both a spight. 

The queene, that faire and princely dame. 

That mother meeke and mild, 
To ad more number to her joyes, 

Againe grew big with child : 
All which brought comfort to her Bjtg; 

Against which carefuU hower, 
He lodged his dear kind-hearted queene 

In London's stately Tower. 

That tower, which prov'd so fatal once 

To princes of degree, 
Prov'd fatall to this noble queene. 

For therein dyed she. 
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In child-bed lo6t she her sweet life. 

Her life esteem'd so deare ; 
Which had beene England's loving qneeiie 

Foil many a hi^p j jeare. 

The king herewith posest with griefe. 

Spent many mcmths in moane ; 
And dajlj sight, and said that he 

Like her conld find ont none : 
Nor none conld he in fancjr chose 

To make his weded wife ; 
Therefore a widdower would remaine 

The renmant of his life. 

His after-daies he spent in peace 

And qnietnesse of mind ; 
Like king and qneene, as these two were, 

The world can hardl j find. 
Our king and qneene, jet like to them 

In vertue and true love, 
Have heavenly blessings, in like sort. 

From heavenly powers above. 



OF GOLDEN ROSES. 
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ADELIGHTFULL 80N0 OF THE FOUBE FAMOUS FEASTS OF ENGLAND : 
THE ONE OF THEM OBDAYNED BY EING HENBT THE SEVENTH 
TO THE HONOB OF MAB€HANT TAYLOB8 ; SHEWING HOW SEVEN 
RINGS HAVE BEEN FBEE OF THAT COMPANY, AND NOW LASTLY 
GBACED WITH THE LOVE OF OUB BENOWNED PBINCE HENBY OF 
GBEAT BBITTAINE. 

To the Tune of " Treatan's Toy," 

England is a kingdome 

Of all the world admired, 
More statelinesse in pleasures 

Can no way be desired : 
The court is full of bravery, 

The citty stor'd with wealth, 
The law preserveth unity. 

The country keepeth h^th. 

Yet no like pompe and glory 

Our cronicles record, 
As four great feasts of England 

Do orderly afford : 
All others be but dinners cal'd, 

Or banquets of good sorte. 
And none but fowre be named feasts ; 

Which here I will report. 

Saint George's feast, the first of all, 

Maintained is by kings, 
Where much renowne and royalty 

Thereof now dayly rings : 



OF GOLDEN ROSES. 



But yet there is a fourth likewise, 
Deserves as gallant grace. 

The Marchant-Taylors company, 

The fellowship of fame. 
To London's lasting dignity, 

Lives honored with the same : 
A guift King Henry the Seaventh gave. 

Kept once in three yeares still, 
Where gould and gownes be to poore men 

Given by King Henries will. 

Full many good fat bucks he sent, 

The fairest and the best 
The king's large forest cm afford, 

To grace this worthy feast ; 
A feast that makes the number just. 

And last account of foure, 
Therefore let England thus report ; 

Of feasts there be no more. 

Then let all London companies, 

So highly in renown, 
Give Marchant-Taylors name and fame 

To weare the lawrell crowne : 
For seven of England's royall kings 

Thereof have all beene free. 
And with their loves and favors, grac'd 

This worthy company. 
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King Richard, once the second nam'd, 

Unhappy in his fall, 
Of all these race of royall kings 

"Was freeman first of all. 
Bolingbrooke, fourth Henry, next 

By order him succeeds. 
To gloryfie this brother-hood 

By many princely deeds. 

Fift Henry, which so valiently 

Deserved fame in France, 
Became free of this company, 

Faire London to advance. 
Sixt Henry then, the next in raigne, 

Though lucklesse in his daies. 
Of Marchant-Taylors freemen was. 

To [their] ''eternall praise. 

Fourth Edward, that right worthy king, 

Beloved of great and small, 
Also performed a freeman's love 

To this renowned hall. 
Third Richard, which by cruellty. 

Brought England many woes. 
Unto this worthy company 

No little favour showes. 

But richest favours yet, at last. 

Proceeded from a king, 
Whose wisdome round about the world, 

In princes' eares doth ring ; 
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King Henry, whome we call the seventh, 
Made them the greatest grac'd. 

Because in Marchant-Taylors' hall 
His picture now stands placed. 

Their charter was his princely guift, 

Maintaynd unto this day ; 
He added Marchant to the name 

Of taylors, as some say. 
Lo ! Marchant-Taylors they be cal'd, 

His royall love was so ; 
No London-company the like 

Estate of kings can shoe. 

From time to time we thus behold 

The Marchant-Taylors' glory, 
Of whose renowne the muses' pens 

May make a lasting story. 
This love of kings begot such love 

Of our now royall prince, 
(For greater love then his to them 

Was nere before nor since ;) 

It pleased so his princely minde. 

In meek kinde courtesie. 
To be a friendly freeman made 

Of this brave company. 
£0] London ! then in heart rejoyce. 

And Marchant-Taylors sing 
Forth prayses of this gentle prince, 

The Sonne of our good king ! 
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To tell the welcomes to the world, 

He then in London had. 
Might fill us full of pleasing jojes, 

And make our hearts full glad. 
His triumphs were perform'd and done. 

Long lasting will remaine ; 
And chronicles report aright 

The order of it plaine. 



THE LAMENTABLE SONG OF THE LOKD WIGMOORE, GOVERNOR OF 
WARWICKE CA8TLE, AND THE FAYRE MATD OF DUNSMOORE: AS 
A WARNING TO ALL MAIDS TO HAVE CARE HOW THET TEELD 
TO THE WANTON DELIGHTS OF TOUNG GALLANTS. 

To the Tone of " Diana." 



In Warwickshire there stands a downe. 
And Dunsmoore-heath it hath to name, 

Adjoyning to a country towne, 
Made famous by a maiden's name : 

Faire Isabel she called was, 

A shepheard's daughter, as some say ; 
To Wigmoore's eare her fame did passe. 

As he in Warwicke-Castle lay. 

Poore love-sicke lord immediately 
Upon her fame set his delight ; 

And thought much pleasure sure did lie, 
Possessing of so sweet a wight. 
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Therefore to Dunsmoore did repair, 

To recreate his sickly mind ; 
Where in a summer's evening faire, 

His chance was Isabell to find. 

She sat amidst a meddow greene, 
Most richly spred with smelling flowers, 

And by a river she was seene 

To spend away some evening howers. 

There sat this maiden all alone. 
Washing her self in secret wise, 

Which virgin faire to look upon 
Did much delight his longing eyes. 

She, thinking not to be espied, 

Had layd from her her countrey tire ; 

The tresses of her haire untide, 

Hung glist'ring like the golden wier : 

» And, as the flakes of winter's snow 
That lie unmelted on the plaines. 
So white her body was in show; 
Like silver springs did run her vaines. 

He, ravisht with this pleasant sight. 
Stood as a man amazed still ; 

Suflfring his eyes to take delight, 

That never thought they had their fill. 
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She blinded his affection so^ 
That reason's rules were led awry ; 

And love the coales of lust did blow, 
Which to a fire soone flamed hye : 

And though he knew the sinne was great, 

Yet burned so within, his brest, 
With such a vehement scorching heat, 

That none but she could lend him rest. 

Lord Wigmore beeing thus drown'd in lust. 

By liking of this dainty dame ; 
He call'd a servant of great trust, 

Inquiring straight what was her name. 

She is, quoth he, no married wife, 
But a shepheard's daughter, as you see. 

And with her father leads her life, 

Whose dwellings by these pastures bee : 

Her name is Isabel the faire ; 

Then stay, quoth he, and speak no more. 
But to my castle strait her beare. 

Her sight hath wounded me full sore. 

Thus to Lord Wigmoore she was brought ; 

Who with delight his fancies fed, 
And through his sute such means he wrought, 

That he entic'd her to his bed. 



OF GOLDEN ROSES. 



t 

17 



This being done, incontinent 

She did return from whence she came, 
And every day she did invent 

To cover her received shaipe. 

But ere three months were fully past, 
Her crime committed plaine appears : 

Unto Lord Wigmore then, in haste, 

She long complain'd with weeping teares. 



THE COMPLAINT OF FAIR ISABELL FOR THE LOSSE OF HER HONOUR, 
AT THE END WHEREOF SHE SLEW HERSELFE. 

To the same Tune. 



Lord Wigmoore ! thus I have defil'd 
And spotted my pure virgin's bed; 

Behold I am conceived with childe. 
To which vile folly you me led : 

For now this deed that I have wrought 
Throughout this country well is knowne, 

And to my woful parents brought, 

Whom now for me do make great mone. 

How shall I looke them in the face. 

When they my shamelesse selfe shall see? 

Then sed: Eve ! I feele thy case, 
When thou hadst tasted on the tree ! 

c 
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Thou hidst thjselfe, and so must I, 
But God thy treepasse quicHj found ; 

The dark m&j hide me &om man's eje^ 
Bnt leave mj ahame still to abound. 

Wide open are mj eyes to looke 
Upon my sad and heavy sinne ; 

And quite unclasped is the booke 
Where ray accounts are written in. 

This ain of mine deservetb death ; 

Be judge. Lord Wigmoore, I am sheet 
For I have tread a strumpefa path, 

And for the same I needs must die ! 

Bespotted with reproachful shame 
To ages following shall I bee. 

And in records be writ mj blame ; 
Lord Wigmoore, this is long of thee t 

Lord Wigmoore, prostrate at thy feete, 
I crave my first ile&erved doome, 

That death may cut off from the roote 
This body, blossom, branch and bloom e 

Let mode^sty accuse this crime ! 

Let love, and law, aod nature spe^el 
Was ever any wretch yet seene 

That in one instant all did breake ? 
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Then, Wigmoore, justice on me show, 
That thus consented to this act ; 

Give me mj death : for death is due 
To such as sinne in such a fact. 

O that the wombe had beene my grave, 

Or I had perisht in my birth ! 
O that same day may darknesse have 

Wherein I first drew vitall breath ! 

Let God regard it not at all ! 

Let not the sunne upon it shine ! 
Let misty darknesse on it fall, 

For to make knowne this sinne of mine ! 

The night wherein I was conceived 
Let be accurst with mournefuU eyes ! 

Let twinckling starres from skyes be reav'd 
And clouds of darknesse thereon rise ! 

Because they shut not up the powers, 
That gave the passage to my life. 

Come sorrow, finish up mine howers, 
And let my time here end with greefe ! 

And having made this wofull moane, 
A knife she snatched from her side ; 

Where Lucresse part was rightly showne, 
For with the same, fajre Isabell dyed. 



20 



THE CitOWNE-GARLAND 



Whereat Lord Wigmoore grieved sore, 
In heart repenting his amisse, 

And after would Itttetnpt no more 

To crop the flowers of maiden's blisse : 

But liyed long in woefuU wise, 
Till death did finish up his dayes, 

And now in Lsahel's grave he Ije? 
Till judgment comes them both to raises 



A BONO OF SIR BICHA.RD WHll T lN OTOy, WHO BT 8TRANG£ FOR- 
TUNES CAME TO BEE THRICE LORD HAIOR OF LONDON ; WITH 
HIS BOUNTIFULL GUIFTS AND UBERALLTrT GIVEN TO THIS 
HONOURABLE CITTT. 

To the Tune of ** Dainty come thou to me/' 

Here must I tell the praise 

Of worthy Whittington ; 
Known to be in his dayes 

Thrice Maior of London. 
But of poor parentage 

Borne was he, as we heare; 
And in his tender age 

Bred up in Lancashire. 

Poorely to London than 

Came up this simple lad ; 
Where, with a marchant-man, 

Soone he a dwelling had ; 
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And in a kitchen plast 

A scuUion for to be, 
Whereas long time he past 

In labour drudgingly. 

His daily service was 
' Turning spitts at the fire, 
And to scour pots of brasse, 

For a poore scullions hire. 
Meat and drinke all his pay, 

Of coyne he had no store, 
Therefore to run away, 

In secret thought he bore. 

So from this Marchant-man, 

Whittington secretly 
Towards his country ran. 

To purchase liberty. 
But, as he went along 

In a fair summer morne, 
London's bells sweetly rung, 

"Wittington back return." 

Evermore sounding so, 

" Turn againe, Whittington, 
For thou in time shall grow 

Lord Maior of London." 
Whereupon back againe 

Whittington came with speed, 
A prentise to remaiue, 

As the lord had decreed. 
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Still blessed be the bells: 

This was his daily song, 
"They my good fortune tells, 

Most sweetly hare they rung. 
If Grod so favour me, 

I will fiot proove mikind, 
London my love shall see, 

And my great bounties find." 

But see his happy chance : 

This scullion had a cat, 
Which did his state advance, 

And by it wealth he gat. 
His maister ventred forth. 

To a land far unknowne, 
With marchandise of worth, 

As is in stories showne. 

Wittington had no more 

But his poore cat as than, 
Which to the ship he bore. 

Like a brave marchant man. 
Vent'ring the same, quoth he, 

I may get store of golde. 
And maior of London be. 

As the bells have me told. 

Wittington's marchandise 

Carried was to a land 
Troubled with rats and mice, 

As they did understand ; 
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The king of that country, there 

As he at dinner sat, 
Daily remain'd in fear 

Of many a mouse and rat. 

Meat that in trenchers lay. 

No way they could keepe safe, 
But by rats borne away, 

Fearing no wand or staffe. 
Whereupon soone they brought 

Wittington's nimble cat. 
Which by the king was bought; 

Heapes of gold giv'n for that. 

Home againe came these men 

With their ships loaden so, 
Whittington's wealth began 

By this cat thus to grow. 
Scullions life he forsooke 

To be a marchant good, 
And soon began to looke 

How well his credit stood. 

After that he was chose 

Shriefe of the citty heere, 
And then full quickly rose 

Higher, as did appeare. 
For to this cities praise, 

Sir Richard Whittington 
Came to be in his dayes, 

Thrise Maior of London. 
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More his fame to advance. 

Thousands he lent his king, 
To maintaine wan-es in France, 

Glory from thence to bring. 
And after, at a feast 

Which he the king did make. 
He burnt the bonds all in jeast, 

And would no money take. 

Ten thousand pound he gave 

To his prince willingly, 
And would not one penny have : 

This in kind curtesie. 
God did thus made him great ; 

So would he daily see 
Poor people fed with meat, 

To shew his charity. 

Prisoners poore cherish'd were ; 

Widdowes sweet comfort found ; 
Good deeds both far and neere. 

Of him do still resound. 
Wittington Colledge is 

One of his charities ; 
Records reporteth this, 

To lasting memories. 

Newgate he builded faire. 
For prisoners to live in ; 

Christ's-Church he did repaire, 
Christian love for to win. 
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Many more such like deedes 
Were done by Whittington, 

Which joy and comfort breedes 
To such as looke thereon. 

Lancashire, thou hast bred 

This flower of charity ! 
Though he be gon and dead, 

Yet lives he lastingly. 
Those bells that call'd J^im so, 

" Turne again Whittington" 
Call you back many moe 

To live so in London. 



THE LIFE AND DEATH OF THE GREAT DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM : 
WHO CAME TO AN UNTIMELY END FOR CONSENTING TO THE 
DEPOSITING OF TWO GALLANT YOUNG PRINCES, KING EDWARD 
THE fourth's CHILDREN. 

To the Tune of " Shore's Wife." 



A tale of grief I must unfold, 
A tale that never yet was told, 
A tale that might to pitty moove. 
The spirits below, and saints above. 

When warres did plague this maiden land, 
Great Buckingham in grace did stand ; 
With kings and queenes he ruled so, 
When he said I, none durst say No. 
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Great Gloiuter's duke, that washt the tlirouc 
With blood of kings, to make't his mmk 
By Henry Sta£R>rd*8 help ohtain'd 
What reason wil'd to be refrain'd. 

If any noble of this land 
Agunst great Glouster's aime did stand, 
Onld Buckingham with might and power, 
In seas of woes did him devour. 

He lioped when Richard was made king, 
He would much greater honors bring 
To Buckingham and to his name, 
And well reward him fcxr the same. 

In Clarence' death he had a hand, 

And 'gainst King Edward's queen did stand, 

And to her sons bore little love, 

When he as bastards would them proove. 

King Edward swore him by his oth, 
In true alledgiance to them both ; 
" Which if I faile, I wish," quoth he, 
" All christians' curse may light on me." 

It so fell out on All-Soules day, 
By law his life was tane away : 
He had his wish though not his will, 
For treason's end is alwaies ill. 
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In London having pleaded claime, 
And Richard thereby won the game, 
He challeng'd honour for his gain. 
But was rewarded with disdaine. 

On which disgrace within few houres, 
Great Buckingham had rais'd his powers : 
But all in vain, the king was strong, 
And Stafford needs must suffer wrong. 

His army fail'd, and durst not stand 
Upon a traitor's false command. 
Being thus deceaved, ould Stafford fled, 
Not knowing where to hide his head. 

The king with speed to have him found, 
Did offer ful two thousand pound : 
Thus Richard sought to cast him downe, 
Whose wit did win him England's crowne. 

The plaine old Duke, his life to save, 
Of his owne man did souccour crave ; 
In hope that he would him releive 
That late much land to him did give. 

Base Banester this man was nam'd. 
By this vile'd deed for ever sham'd. 
" It is" quoth he " a conmion thing 
To injure him that wrong'd his king." 
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King £dwar4'p diUdren' he betraid, 
The like fgfiinst him I will have plaid ; 
Being truey my heart him greatly grasl. 
But proving fals^ that lave i» past." 

Thus Baaenter his maiidter sold 
Unto his foe for hiere of gold : 
But marke his end, and rightly see 
The just reward oi treechery. 

The Duke by law did loose his blood, 
For him he sought to do most good; 
The man that wrought his maister's woe. 
By lingering griefe was brought full low. 

For when the king did heare him speake 
How basely he the duke did take, 
Instead of gold gave him disgrace, 
With banishment from towne and place. 

Thus Banester was forst to beg. 
And crave for food with cap and leg, 
But none to him would bread bestow. 
That to his master prov'd a foe. 

Thus wand'red he in poor estate, 
Repenting his misdeed too late, 
Till starved he gave up his breath, 
By no man pittied at his death. 
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To wofull ends his children came, 
Sore punisht for their father's shame; 
Within a kennell one was drown'd, 
Where water scarce could hide the ground. 

Another, by the powers devine. 
Was strangely eaten up by swine ; 
The last a woofull ending makes, 
By strangling in a stinking jakes. 

Let traitors thus behold and see, 

And such as false to masters be : 

Let disobedient sonnes draw neere. 

These judgments wel may touch them neere. 

Both old and young that live not well, 
Looke to be plagu'd from heaven or hell : 
So have you heard the story than 
Of this gi'eat Duke of Buckingham. 



THE WOFULL DEATH OF QUEENE JANE, WIFE TO KING HENRY THE 
EIGHT : AND HOW KING EDWARD WAS CUT OUT OF 

HIS mother's belly. 
To the Tune of " The Lamentation for the Lord of Essex." 



When as King Henry ruVd this land, 
He had a queene I understand. 
Lord Seymour's daughter, faire and bright. 
King Henry's comfort and delight: 
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Yet death} Mb remorselesso power, 
Did blast the bloome of tliia sweet flower* 

Oh 1 mourne, moume, moiirnej faire ladies ; 

Jane jour queen, the flower of England, dien. 

His former queenes being wrapt in lead. 

This gaUant dfime poasest his bed: 

Where tigUtlj from her wombe did aprinjaf 

A joyfull comfort to hir king ; 

A welcome blessing to the land, 

Preserv'd by God's most holy hand. 

Oh! mourne, mourne, mourne, faire ladies, 
Jane your queen, the flower of England, dies* 

The queen in travelli pained sore 

Fidl thirty woeful daies and more. 

And DO way t^onld delivered be, 

As cveiy lady wiBht to see : 

Wlierefore the king made greater mone 

Than ever yet his grace had showne. 

Oh ! mourne J mournCj mourne, faire ladies, 
-Tane your queen, the flower of England, dies. 

Being something eased in his mind. 
His eyes a slumbering sleepe di<l find ; 
Where dreaming he had lost a rose, 
But which he could not well suppose ; 
A ship he had, a Rose by narne ; 
Oh no 1 it waa his royall Jane, 

Oh ! moume, mourne, mourn e^ faire Indies, 
Jane your queen, the flower of England, diei. 
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Being thus perplext with greif and care, 
A lady to him did repaire, 
And said, " O king ! shew us thy will, 
The queene's sweet life to save or spill. 
If she cannot delivered be, 
Yet save the flower, if not the tree !" 
Oh ! mourne, moume, moume, faire ladies, 
Jane, your queen, the flower of England dies. 

Then down uppon his tender knee. 
For help from heaven prayed he : 
Meane while into a sleepe they cast 
His queene, which ever more did last ; 
And opening then her tender woomb. 
Alive they tooke this budding bloome. 

Oh ! moume, mourne, mourne, faire ladies, 
Jane, your queen, the flower of England dies. 

This babe so born, much comfort brought. 
And chear'd his father's drooping thought : 
Prince Edward he was cal'd by name, 
Grac'd with vertue, wit, and fame : 
And when his father left this earth, 
He rul'd this land by lawfull birth. 

Oh ! moume, moume, mourne, faire ladies ; 

Jane, your queen, the flower of England dies. 

But marke the powerfuU will of heaven ! 
We from this joy were soone bereaven. 
Six yeares he raigned in this land. 
And then obeyed God's command. 
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And left his croune to Mary heare. 
Whose five years' raigne cost Eogland deai^.^ 
Oh ! motirne, tnourne, mourne, faire ladies, 
Jane your queen, the flower of ^gland, dies. 

EtizabefSi raigned next to her, 
JSurope's pnde, and England's starre, 
Wonder, world I for such a queen 
Under heaven was never seene : 
A mayd, a saint, an angell bryght. 
In whom all princes took ddight^ 

Oh ! moume, inoume, moume, faire ladies ! 

EHzabeih, the flower of England's, dead t 



A SHORT AND SWEET SONNET MADE BY ONE OF THE MAIDE8 OF 
HONOR UPON THE DEATH OF QUEENE ELIZABETH, WHICH 
SHE SOWED UPPON A SAMPLER IN RED 8ILKE. 

To a new Tune, or " Phillida flouts me." 



Gone is Elizabeth, 

Whom we have lov'd so deare ; 
She our kind mistres was 

Full foure and forty yeare. 
England she govern'd well, 

Not to be blamed, 
Flanders she govern'd well, 

And Ireland tamed. 
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France she befrended, 

Spaine she hath foiled, 
Papists rejected, 

And the Pope spoyled. 
To princes powerful!, 

To the world vertuous, 
To her foes mercifull, 

To subjects gracious. 
Her soule is in heaven, 

The world keeps her glory, 
Subjects her good deeds, 

And so ends my story. 



THE LIFE AND DEATH OF FAMOUS THO. STUKELY, AN ENGLISH 
GALLANT IN THE TIME OF QUEENE ELIZABETH, WHO ENDED 
HIS DATES IN A BATTAILE OF KINGS IN BARBARIE. 

To the Tune of " King Henrie*s going to Bullin." 



In the west of England 
Borne there was, I understand, 

A famous gallant in his dayes, 
By birth a wealthy clothier's sonne ; 
Deeds of wonder he hath done, 

To purchase him a long and lasting praise. 

K I should tell his story. 
Pride was all his glory, 

And lusty Stulcely he was call'd in court; 
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He serVd a bishop of the west, 
And did accompany the best, 

Maintaining still himselfe in gidlant sort. 

Being thus esteemed, 

And every where well deemed, 

He gain'd the favour of a London dame. 
Daughter to an alderman, 
Curtis he was called th^. 

To whom a sutor gallantly he came. 

When she his person spied, 
He could not be denied, 

So brave a gentleman he was to see : 
She was quickly made his wife, 
In weale or woe to lead her life, 

Her father willingly did so agree. 

Thus, in state and pleasure. 
Full many dales they measure, 

Till cruell death, with his regardles spight. 
Bore old Curtis to his grave, 
A thing which Stukely wisht to have. 

That he might revell all in gold so bright. 

He was no sooner tombed 
But Stukely presumed 

To spend a hundred pound that day in waste : 
The bravest gallants of the land 
Had Stukelies purse at their command ; 

Thus merily the time away he pass'd. 
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Taverns and ordinaries 
Where his cheefest braveries, 

Groulden angells flew there up and downe; 
Riots where his best delight, 
With stately feastings day and night ; 

In court and citty thus he won renowne. 

Thus wasting land and living 
By this lawlesse giving, 

At last he sold the pavements of his yard, 
Which covered were with blocks of tin ; 
Old Curtis left the same to him. 

Which he consumed vainely as you heard. 

Whereat his wife sore greeved, 
Desir'd to be releeved ; 

" Make much of me, deai* husband," she did say : 
" m make much more of thee," quoth he, 
" Than any one shall : verily," 

" m sell thy clothes, and so will go away." 

Cruelly thus hearted. 
Away from her he parted. 

And travelled into Italy with speed : 
There he flourisht many a day 
In his silkes and rich array. 

And did the pleasures of a lady feed. 

It was the ladies pleasure 

To give him gold and treasure, 

And to maintaine him in great pomp and fame ; 
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At last came newea assuredly 
Of a battailfi fought in Barbaryj 

And be would valiautly go see the same* 

Many a uoble gallant 
Sold both land and talent 

To foUow Stukely in this famous fight ; 
Wliereas thi^ec kings in person would 
Adventurously, with courage hould, 

Within the battaile ihew themselves in fight. 

Stukely and his foUowers tdl 
Of the king of Portugall, 

Had enter tainement like to gentlemen ; 
The king affected Stukely so, 
That he hia secrets sdl did know. 

And bore bis royall standard now and then. 

Upon this day of honour 
Each king did shew* his batinerj 

Moracco, and the King of Barbery, 
PortugaU with all hi^ train. 
Bravely glist*red in the plain, 

And gave the on^et there jnoat valiantly* 

The cannons they resounded, 
ThimdVing di^ums rebounded. 

Kill, kill ! as then was all the soldiers cry ; 
Mangled men lay on the ground. 
And with bloixl the earth was dround, 

The snn was likewise darkened in the skye. 



OF GOLDEN ROSES. 



37 



Heaven was sore displeased, 
And would not be appeased, 

But tokens of God's heavy wrath did show 
That he was angry at this war ; 
He sent a fearfull blazing star 

Whereby these kings might their misfortunes know. 

Bloody was this slaughter. 
Or rather wilfull murther, 

Where six score thousand fighting men were slain ; 
Three kings within this battaile died, 
With forty dukes and earles beside. 

The like will never more be fought again. 

With woful armes enfoulding, 
Stukely stood beholding 

This bloody sacrifice of soules that day : 
He, sighing, said, " I wofull wight. 
Against my conscience heere did fight, 

And brought my followers all unto decay." 

Being thus molested. 

And with greefes oppressed, 

Those brave Italians that did sell their lands 
With Stukely thus to travel forth, 
And venture life for little worth. 

Upon him all did lay their murthering hands. 

Unto death thus wounded, 

His heart with sorrow swounded, 

And to them all he made this heavy mone : 
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In Latten, Greeke, and Hebrew, shee 

Most excellent was knowne ; 
To forraigne kings' ambassadors 

The same was daily showne. 

The Italian, French, and Spannish tongue 

She well could speak, and read ; 
The Turkish and Arabian speech 

Grew perfect at her need. 
Her musick made her wonderful!, 

(So cunning therein found,) 
The fame whereof about the world 

In princes' ears did sound. 

Yet when her royall parents' lives 

By death were ta'en away, 
And her deare brother Eldward turn'd 

To clodds of earth and clay, 
Her cruel sister Mary sought 

Her lasting greef and woe. 
Regarding not the gifts that God 

Upon her did bestow. 

A bloody reign Queue Mary liv'd, 

A Papist in beleefe. 
Which was unto Elizabeth 

A great heart-breaking greefe. 
A faithful Protestant was she, 

At which Queen Mary spighted, 
And in Elizabeth's mishaps 

She daily much delighted. 
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Poor maiden ! by the bishops' wills 

In prison she was put, 
And from her frends and comfoi-ters 

In cmel manner shut : 
Much hoping she would turn in time, 

And her true faith forsake ; 
But firme she was, and patiently 

Did all these troubles take. 

Her sister forthwith gave command 

Her diet to be small, 
Her servants likewise very few, 

Yea, almost none at all : 
And also would have ta'en her life. 

But that King Phillip said, 
" Oh Queen ! thy country will report 

Thou hast the tiger plaid." 

The Lord thus put this king in mind 

His chosen saint to save; 
And also to Queene Maries life 

A sodaine ending gave : 
And so Elizabeth was fetcht 

From prison to a crowne, 
Which she full foure and forty yeares 

Possest with much renoune. 

She Popery first of all supprest. 
And in our English tongue 

Did cause God*s Bible to be read ; 
Which heaven continue long ! 
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Pure preaching likewise she ordained, 

With plenty in this land, 
And still against the foes thereof 

Most zealously did stand. 

The pride of Rome this queene abates, 

And spightefull Spain keept under, 
And succord much Low-country states, 

Whereat the world did wonder 
That such a worthy * queen' as she, 

Should worke such worthy things. 
And bring more honor to this land 

Then all our former kings. 

The gould still brought from Spanish mines, 

In spite of all her foes. 
Throughout all parts of Christendome 

Her brave adventures showes. 
Her battailes fought upon the seas. 

Resounded up to heaven ; 
Which, to advance her fame and praise. 

Had victory still given. 

The Spanish power in eighty-eight. 

Which thirsted for her blood. 
Most nobly, like an Amazon, 

Their purposes withstood ; 
And boldly in her royall campe 

In person she was scene : 
The like was never done, I think, 

By any English queene. 
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Full many a traytor since that time, 
She hath confounded quite, 
And not the bloodiest mind of all 

Her courage could affright : 
For mercy joyn'd with majesty, 

Still made her foes her friends, 
By pardoning many which deserv'd 

To have untimely ends. 

Tirone, with all his Irish rout 

Of rebells, in that land, 
Though ne'er so desp'rate, bold, and stout, 

Yet fear'd her great command. 
She made them quake and tremble sore 

But for to hear her name: 
She planted peace in that faire land. 

And did their wildnesse tame. 

Though warres she kept, with dangers great, 

In Ireland, France, and Spayne, 
Yet her true subjects stiU at home 

In safety did remaine. 
They joy'd to see her princely face, 

And would in nombers run. 
To meet her royall majesty. 

More thick then moates in sun. 

But time that brings all things to end, 

A swift-foot course did run ; 
And of this royal maiden queene 

A wofuU conquest won. 
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Her death brought feare upon the land, 

No words but tales of woe 
In subjects' ears resounded then, 

Wherever men did goe. 

But fear, exchanged to present joyes, 

Sweet comforts loud did ring ; 
Instead of queene, the people cried 

" Long live our royall king !" 
Which name of king did seeme most strange, 

And made us for to muse. 
Because full many a year the name 

Of king we did not use. 

But such a noble king is he. 

And so maintains our peace. 
That we in that may daily wish 

His life may never cease. 
His queene and his posterity 

Good angels still defend. 
This is my muse's chief desire, 

Her melody to end. 
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A SONG OF A BEGGAR AND A KING. 

I READ that once, in Affrica, 

A prince that there did raine, 
Who had to name Cophetua, 

As poets they did faine, 
From natures workes he did incline, 
For sure he was not of my minde. 
He cared not for women-kind, 

But did them all disdain. 
But marke what happen'd by the way, 
As he out of his window lay. 
He saw a beggar all in grey. 

Which did increase his paine. 

The blinded boy, that shootes so trim, 

From heaven downe so high. 
He drew a dart, and shot at him. 

In place where he did lye : 
Which soone did pierce him to the. quick, 
For when he felt the arrow prick. 
Which in his tender heart did stick. 

He looketh as he would dye. 
" What sudden change is this," quoth he, 
" That I to love must subject be. 
Which never thereto would agree. 

But stUl did it defie ?" 
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Then from his window he did come, 

And laid him on his bed, 
A thousand heapes of care did runne 

Within his troubled head. 
For now he means to crave her love, 
And now he seeks which way to proove 
How he his fancie might remove, 

And not this beggar wed. 
But Cupid had him so in snare. 
That this poore beggar must prepare 
A salve to cure him of his care, 

Or els he would be dead. 

And, as he musing thus did lie. 

He thought for to devise 
How he might have her company, 

That so did maze his eyes. 
" In thee," quoth he, " doth rest my life ; 
For surely thou shalt be my wife. 
Or else this hand with bloody knife 

The Gods shall sure suffice." 
Then from his bed he * soon' arose. 
And to his pallace gate he goes ; 
Full little then this beggar knowes 

When she the king espied. 

The Gods preserve your Majesty !" 
The beggars all gan cry, 
" Vouchsave to give your charity 
Our childrens food to buy." 
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The king to them his purse did cast, 
And they to part it made great haste ; 
The silly woman was the last 

That after them did hye. 
The king he eal'd her back again, 
And unto her he gave his chaine ; 
And said, " With us you shall remain 

Till such time as we dye: 

" For thou," quoth he, " shalt be my wife, 

And honoured like the queene ; 
With thee I meane to lead my life, 

As shortly shall be scene : 
Our wedding day shall appointed be. 
And every thing in their degree : 
Come on," quoth he, " and follow me. 

Thou shalt go shift thee cleane. 
What is thy name ? — go on," quoth he. 
" Penelophon, O king !" quoth she : 
With that she made a lowe courtsey ; 

A trim one as I weene. 

Thus, hand in hand, along they walke 

Unto the king's palace : 
The king with courteous, comly talke. 

This beggar doth embrace. 
The beggar blusheth scarlet read. 
And straight againe as pale as lead. 
But not a word at all she said, 

She was in such amaze. 
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At last she spake with tremhling voyee, 
And said, " king j I do rejo/ce 
That you will take for jonr choice, 
And mj degree so l>ase." 

And when the wedding day w&a come. 

The king commanded sfraight 
The noblemen J both all and some, 

Upon the queene to w sight. 
And she bchav'd herself that day. 
As if she had nevef walk't tlie way ; 
She liad forgot her gowne of gray, 

Which she did wear of late. 
The praverb old is LK>me to passe. 
The priest when he begins the masse, 
Forgets that ever clarke he was; 

He know'th not hh estate. 

Hear may you read, Cophetua, 

Through fancie long time fed. 
Compelled by the blinded boy 

The beggar for to wed : 
He that did lovers' lookes disdatne, 
To do the same \vm glad and fain, 
Or else he would himself have slain e, 

In stories as we read. 
Disdain no whit, O lady deere ! 
But pitty now^ thy servant heere, 
Leet that it hap to thee, this yeare 

As to the king it did. 
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And thus they lead a quiet life 

During their princely raigne, 
And in a tomb were buried both ; 

As writers shew us plaine. 
The lords they tooke it grievously, 
The ladies tooke it heavily, 
The commons cryed pittiously. 

Their death to them was pjun. 
Their fame did sound so passingly. 
That it did pierce the starry sky, 
And throughout all the earth did flye. 

To every prince's realme. 



A lover's song in praise of his mistress. 
To the Tune of " Apelles." 

If that Apelles now did raigne. 
Whoever sought for to have fame 

He might have wone with lesser paine, 
A greater honor to his name ; 

For, with great paine, he sought all Greece 
Till he had found the fairest peece. 

Throughout all Greece he could not view 
So fair, so feat, so fine withall ; 

Nor yet his pencell never drew 
So fair a peece, nor never shall. 
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Wherefore, if he had seen these dayes, 
He might have wone a greater praise. 

Oh ! happy man, might he have said, 

If he had lived to this time, 
For to have seen so fair a maide. 

In all proportions made so fine ; 
Her fullgent face so faire, so cleare, 

That Europe cannot [shew] her peere. 

Pygmalion, with his gravers, then 
Could never worke so fair a peece. 

Nor yet Apelles, in his time, 
Did ever see the like in Greece : 

For, if he had, he would have said 
That Venus was not like this maid. 

She is a graft of noble groweth, 
And worthy is she of her fame. 

For why her vertues plainly showeth 
That well she hath deserv'd the same : 

Wherefore my painfull pen all waies. 
Shall never cease to write her praise. 

O that my pen could print her praise 

According to her just desert. 
That I might say, and see those dayes. 

That I desired with my heart ! 
For still I thought, and ever shall, 

My mistres' praise might passe them all. 
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Now proof and praise in one is knit, 
And hath blowne to praise this maide, 

And justice doth in judgment sit 
For to performe that I have said. 

Thus to conclude, and end to make. 

Unto the gods I her betake. 



ANOTHER. 

To a new Tune. 

The bee doth love the sweetest flower, 
So doth the blossome the Aprill shower, 
And I doe love that lady truely : 
Why should not I love her that loves me ? 

The bird doth love the morning bright, 

To see the day is her delight. 

And I do [love] to see her face, 

In whome, that I doe love, is my solace. 

The fish doth love the flouds by kind, 
For want of it they are but pynd. 
And I doe love her presence also. 
Whom that I love, and love no moe. 

The lypard doth love to lie and pry 
Upon the faces that goeth him by. 
And I doe love to looke and gaze 
Upon my true love's pleasant face. 

E 2 
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The deere doth love in wooda to dwells 

As I to 70U the truth ediall tell, 

And I doe love as doth the deere 

Oh 1 whereas I love would Christ I ! 

l^ylus * did love' with all his mighty 
Cressed of Troy, that was so bright, 
And I doe love as farre as he. 
And ever shall untill I dje. 



IN PRAISE AND PI8PBAISE OF WOMEN. 

To a pleasant new Tone. 



Women to praise who taketh in hand, 

A number shall displease, 
But who so doth them most dispraise, 

Doth most live at their ease ; 
Whereat 1 muse and marvaile much, 

And shall do till I die ; 
And if you think I say not true, 

Aske them if that I lye. 

They are man's aid and only stay, 

And comfort at his need, 
They cherish him in all affaires, 

How ever that he speed: 
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And that she for him may doe 

She doth it willingly ; 
And if you think I say not true, 

Aske them if that I lye. 

And when their husbands be farre from hand, 

Then will they spin and carde, 
They wil not gossip and go gay, 

But then they fare full hard ; 
They rise up early and lye downe late. 

They labour earnestly 
To save a penny or a groat ; 

Ask them if that I lye. 

And if her husband chance to chide. 

She gives him not a word. 
Or if he fight she answers him 

No more then doth a bourd, 
But out she goeth about her worke, 

And takes all patiently. 
Except she crowne him with a stoole ; 

Aske them if that I lye. 

Or with her ten commandments 

She takes him on the face. 
That from his cheekes, downe to his chin, 

A man may see each race ; 
The goodman then must weare a clout, 

The goodwife she will dye, 
Her husband['s] hurt so heavily 

She takes, or else I lye. 



Then to his b<4 she wil not 

Nor with him will be 'greedy 
UnleMie haye a pettiooate. 

Or else some other weed 5 
And when gdie's with her gossips met 

She idles them by and tij. 
How she her hnstiftUd handled hath : 

Aske them If that I Ije. 

WeU dcme, good gossip, suth the one, 

Your practise well we pMse ; 
I drinke to 70U for jour good deed, 

The second gossip sajes. 
Tbiey all to put th^ same in use 

Do prcHnise hy and hy ; 
Which they fulfil unto their power 

Forthwith, or else I lye. 

Good wives, a judgement I you pray, 

Your verdit let me heere ; 
Where all be falce, or all be true, 

By you it must appeare. 
How ever that the matter goeth, 

The trueth you must descry ; 
Or else it is not possible 

To know if that I lye. 
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THE lover's fairing SENT TO HIS BEST BELOVED. 

To the Tune of " I wander up and downe." 

My comfort and my joy, 

This fairing I do send ; 
Let not unkindnesse him destroy 

That is thy faithfull friend. 

A loyall heart I send ; 

To thee the same I give ; 
O cherish it and keepe it safe, 

And so the same will live. 

But if you it forsake. 

And will not yeeld it grace. 
It lives and dyes, and soon is fled, 

Within a little space. 

O flie no promise made, 

Nor do me not disdain ; 
One frowne will strike so cruelly. 

That I shall live in paine. 

A smile revives me being dead. 

And is a joyful treasure ; 
O let that sunne-shine ere be spred. 

For it is my chiefe treasure. 



THE CROWNE-GARLAND 



My selfe, and wealth, and all I have, 

A fairing I do give 
To thee, that first mj heart possest, 

And still maist make me live. 

Steele not thy heart, nor make it hard. 

But intertaine mine inne ; 
So may I boast, and still shall say, 

I shall much comfort win. 

Returne me comfort back ; 

Let me not languish ever I 
For I am thine, and ever shall. 

Till death my life do sever. 



THE maiden's kind ANSWERE TO HER liOVER. 

To the same Tune. 



Take courage, gentle love, 
I never will thee forsake ; 

Nor, while I live, shall ever man 
Possession of me take. 

Thy loyaU heart De keepe. 
And send mine back to thee, 

]Mine is in feare to live in paine, 
But thine I am sure is free. 
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The promise that I made, 
I vow and swear De keepe ; 

My love to thee shall ever wake, 
Oh never let thine sleepe ! 

No frownes shall kill my face, 
But smiles shall stil be seene, 

I long until I see thy face, 
That absent long hath beene. 

My heart doth melt like waxe. 
And never shall be hard ; 

Women have never steely hearts. 
For then their sex were mar'd. 

All comfort I can send 

I do returne to thee. 
My heart, my selfe, and all I have 

Is thine eternally. 



A maide's complaint for lack of a love ; 

EXPRESSING THE ANGUISH IN MIND SHE DOTH PROOVE. 



No maiden may so well as I 
Complain of her hard destiny, 
I am now in prime of yeax'es, 
Yet there is no yong man beares 
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A brest that harboretli a heart 
That hath compassion on my smart ; 
Therefore I am sore affi-aid 
I shall live and dje a maid. 

I cast, as other maidens doe. 
Amorous glances for to woe 
Young men to settle on my love, 
But those glances do not proove ; 
They are like shaftes by blind men shot 
Against a marke that nere is hot ; 
Therefore I am sore afraid 
I shall live and die a maide. 

Twenty winters have I scene, 

And as many sommers greene, 

'Tis enough to breed dispaire 

So long a maidenhead to beare ; 

'Tis a burden of such waight, 

That I would faine be eas'd oft straight ; 

But, alasse, I am afraid 

I shall live and die a maide. 

I know that young men me reject. 

My beauty merrits more respect, 

My quicke gray eye, my cherry cheeke. 

Where they may finde, that list to seeke, 

Matter to increase love's fii*e, 

And to stir them to desire ; 

But, alas, I am afraid 

I shall live and die a maide. 
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Higho, I love, yet modesty 
Bids me not be too free 
In demonstrating [all] my paine. 
Least rebuke and shame I gaine ; 
But where fire is, there it smoakes ; 
Anguish followes heavy stroakes. 
Out alasse ! I am afraid 
I shall live and die a maide. 

I love, yet love binds me to paine, 
Love rejected 's lovers' baine, — 
We maides are bound by modesty, 
At all assaies, to secrecy ; 
Modestie's too strict a dame, 
To her will I cannot frame : 
Out alasse ! I am afraid 
I shall live and die a maide. 

Time hath wrought an alteration. 
Blushing is a foolish fashion. 
All maides leave it, so will I, 
And to my sore a salve apply ; 
Babish blushing hinders all 
Who would to modesty be thrall: 
I will be no more afraid, 
lie no longer be a maide. 

Bashfull young men make us bould 
When they love in bondage hould, 
They take from us that ruddy dye 
That should upon our faces lye ; 
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Condemne us not then, love makes waj. 
Like fire that's hid in dryest hay ; 
I will be no more afraid, 
lie no longer live a maide. 



THE LAMENTATION OF AN AL£ WIFES DAUGHTER. 

To a new Tune. 



In the spring time, when plants do bad. 

And birds use chirping notes. 
When beasts do gather heart of grasse. 

And fish in water flotes : 
It was my chance for to espie 

A nimph of Venus traine, 
Who in a grove wherein she sat 

Did mightilj complaine. 
I hearkned to her sad lament, 

I listned to her tale. 
Whereby it seemed that she had 

Set honestly to sale. 
Alas, said shee, that mother deere 

An ale-wife was to me. 
Or that it was my heavie chance 

To use bad company. 
Wo be to him that with the oyle 

Of angels me intis'd. 
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Thrice woe be to the golden baits 

That often me surprised. 
Woe to the toyes of youth too rash, 

Woe to the crafty snares 
Of crooked age that youth doe catch 

In nets at unawares. 
Woe to dame nature for hir paines 

In making me the glasse 
For others for to scoffe and laugh 

As they the way doe passe. 
Then gushed out the silver streamest 

Of water from her eyes, 
Which did bedew her roseate cheekes 

And that in doleful! wise. 
Jenkin. At which I came and spake these words 

What fortune hath decreed ? 
Or how, or why, have fatall fates 

Committed such a deed 
That thou, the mirror of our age. 

And pride of natures bower, 
Farre sweeter then the ruddy rose 

Or gallant gillyflower, 
Should'st thus lament and pine away, 

Whose cheerfull countenance 
The hearts of yong and eake of old 

Hath causd full oft to daunce ? 
1st losse of love ? 1st want of wealth ? 

1st cause thou sleepest alone ? 
Or ist the death of some deare friend 

That causeth thee to mone ? 
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Joo. Not so, my friend, what doost thou mean, 

To make the thing so strange? 
Experience teacheth after full 

There needs must bee a change. 
The golden baite intised hath 

The pretious pearle from me. 
Which to be gotten back againe. 

Remains without remedy. 
Jen. Youi' meaning (sweet) I do not know, 

I pray you tell it plaine, 
Faine would I finde some remedy 

To ease you of your paine. 
Joo. I thanke you for your kind good will. 

Which you did shew to me, 
Li recompence whereof I will 

My words make plaine to thee. 
As nature had adorned me 

With gifts of beauty rare, 
So, for to deck and trim myself 

Was all my chiefest care ; 
Then many suters came to me. 

And most my betters were, 
Whom I disdain'd and set light by. 

My mind was to severe ; 
At length there came an aged man, 

Of money store had he. 
Who with his bags and golden baits, 

Hath bred my misery. 
My mother yeelded her consent, 

And causd me doe the same. 
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Which maketh me thus to lament 

That I must live in shame. 
Let maidens then example take, 

And warning by my fall, 
Least they, like me, should catched be 

By comming to the call. 
Thus hast thou heard, my friend, my griefe, 

I can no longer stay, 
Adew, and twenty times farewell 

This sorrowfull month of May. 



A NEW SONNET OF CORIDON AND PHILLIDA. 

CoRiDON, arise, my Coridon, 
Titan shineth cleare. 
CoR. Who is it that calleth Coridon ? 

Who is it I heare ? 
Phil. Phillida, thy true love, calleth thee, 
Arise then, arise then. 
Arise and feed thy flocks with me. 
Cor. Phillida, my true [love], is it she ?^ 
I come then, I come then, 
I come and feed my flocks with thee. 

Phil. Here are cheries ripe, my Coridon, 

Eate them for my sake. 
Cor. Here's my oaten pipe, my lovely on[e,] 

Sport for thee to make. 
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Here are threeds, my true love, fine as silke, 

To knit thee, to knit thee 
A paire of stockins white as milke. 
Here are reeds, my true love, fine and neat, 

To make thee, to make thee 
A bonnet to withstand the heate. 

Phil. I will gather flowers, my Coridon, 

To set in thy cap. 
Cor. I will gather pears, my lovely on[e,] 

To set in thy lap. 
Phil. I wil buy my true love garters gay 
For Sundaies, for Sundaies, 
To wear about his legs so tall. 
Cor. I will buy my true love yellow saye 
For Sundaies, for Sundaies, 
To weare about her midle small. 

Phil. When my Coridon sits on a hill. 

Making melody : 
Cor. When my lovely on[e] sits at her wheele, 

vSinging cheerely, 
Sure, me thinkes, my true love doth excell 

For sweetnesse, for sweetnesse, 
Our Pan, that old Arcadian knight ; 
And, me thinkes, my true love beares the bell 

For clearnesse, for clearnesse. 
Beyond the nimphs that be so bright. 

Phil. Had my Coridon, my Coridon 
Bin, alacke, my swaine, 
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H^d my lovely on[e,] my lovely on[e] 

Bin in the plaine, 
Cinthia Endimion had refus'd, 

Preferring, preferring 
My Coridon to play withall ; 
The queene of love had bin excus'd 

Bequeathing, bequeathing 
My Phillida the golden ball. 

Yonder comes my mother, Coridon, 

Whither shall I fly? 
Under yonder beech, my lovely one. 

While she passeth by. 
Say to her thy true love was not here : 

R^ember, remember 
To morrow is another day. 
Doubt me not, my true-love, do not feare. 

Farewell then, farewell then. 
Heaven keepe our love alway. 



CORIDON*8 COMPLAINT. 

Phillida, where hast thou bin ? 
Long it is since I have scene 

My Phillida; 
Every e'en when day was doOn, 
In the absence of the sunne. 

Have we met, my love, to sport and play. 

F 
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Now thy absence makes me feare 
Condon's not held so deare 

Of PhiHda 
As he earst was wont to bee : 
Smile as thou wert wont on me, 

Phillida, my fairest Phillida ! 

Coridon is now as true 

As when first the heavenly hew 

OfPhiUida 
Made him all-admiring stand, 
And did love and life command, 

Phillida, my fairest Phillida ! 

Such sad dumps thy absence breeds. 
That my pipe of oaten reeds, 

Faire PhiUida, 
I lay by, and sighing sit ; 
Sorrow, sighes, and teares beget ; 

Phillida, my fairest Phillida ! 

With thee T can play and sing. 
And mine armes shall, like a ring, 

Faire Phillida, 
Circle thee ; and then I hold 
That's more desired of me then gold, 

Phillida, my fairest Phillida. 

But, without thee, still I say 
I in woe weare time away, 
My dearest love ; 
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Therefore let thy kind reply 
Cure me, or I faint and dye, 

Phillida, let not thy fancy move. 



PHYLLIDAES KIND BEPLTE. 

Wherefore faints my Coridon ? 
Thinkes thou £ am such a one 

As Cressida? 
I will proove as firme to thee 
As Lucrece or Penelope ; 

Coridon, doubt not of Phillida. 

Though I have been absent long, 
Faint not, my sweet Coriddn, 

Thy Phillida 
Is, as thou art, true and just, 
Strong in love, but weake in lust ; 

Coridon, doubt not of Phillida. 

Nor, though our sex are given to range. 
Doth Phillida delight in change, 

My Coridon ; 
If my absence made thee greeve, 
Let my presence now releeve 

Coridon, my deerest Coridon. 

As in me thou takest delight. 
So do I in thy sweete sight, 
My Coridon ; 



THE CROWNE-GARLAND 



I have bene in yonder grove, 
Gathering flowers for my love, 

Condon, my dearest Coridon ; 

The chiefest both for shew and sent. 
So choice am I for thy content. 

My dearest love ; 
Looke, the livery of the spring 
To deck thee, Coridon, I bring ; 

Then do not thy Phillida reprove. 

Such a loving simpathy 

In our loves (deare love) doth lye, 

T know right well, 
Such a heart wrought combination, 
That I feare no separation, 

Coridon, such needlesse doubts repell. 



A NEW SONNET OF A KNIGHT AND A FAIKE VIRGIN. 

To the Tune of " Selengers round." 

I BEAD how, in King Arthurs time, 

A knight, as he did ride. 
Did meet a virgin faire and bright 

About the greene-wood side. 
Could she well, or could she wo. 

He lighted of his steed, 
And there he tooke, against her will. 

Her maiden head indeed. 
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When this was done, this maiden then 

Went raging to the king, 
Bewailing of her pitteous case, 

And told him every thing ; 
The king now hearing her complaint, 

In stories as I read. 
Commanded the knight he should be hangd 

For this his hainous deed. 

The queen, alas, considering this, 

It was a pitteous thing 
To cast away so faire a man. 

She begd him of the king. 
Unto the knight then she began : 

Now, prisoner art thou mine. 
For thou shalt dye, for ought I know, 

Except thy wits are fine. 

For I will give thee a whole yeares space. 

To know of woemens kind. 
What thing it is that woemen love best 

If they may have their mind. 
Full sadly went this knight away. 

Some councell for to find. 
To know the cause ; to keepe the day 

That was to him assigned. 

When that the yeare was almost out. 

He came where he had scene 
Twenty ladies in a rout. 

All dancing on a greene ; 
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When he drew neere unix) the place 

His question to have told, 
Thej faded all before bis face. 

Save one that was ful old. 

Amaz'd be jee, sir knight, quoth she, 

What ist that jou mislike ? 
Perchance you may pick out of me 

The thing that you do seeke. 
He told her then : she said againe, 

If I do it for you, 
You must agree to grant to me 

That you may easily doe. 

Content, quoth he ; Come on, quoth she, 

Have with you to the queene, 
And say that it is soveraignty 

That women love, as I weene. 
Onward they go, the queene did know 

The knight was neere at hand. 
She placed her ladies all on a row 

To heare the matter scand. 

The knight he gave his question thus : 

My tale is soone exprest ; 
It seems to me that soveraigntie 

Is that that women love best. 
The ladies all about the hall 

Their verdidts soone did give, 
This worthy knight h«^th hit so right. 

He well deserves to live. 
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Then beldam stept before the queene, 

Desiring that the knight 
Might grant to her upon the greene 

The troth that he did plight. 
What is that ? quoth he. Mary, quoth shee, 

That I may be your wife. 
Alas, quod he, then woe is mee. 

Yet rather take my life. 

There was no shift, but marriage swift. 

And both laid in a bed ; 
When she did joy to prove a toy, 

He turned away his head. 
Sir, quoth she, were not you better have me. 

Being both shrewd and old, 
Then to have youth that, for a truth. 

Should make you a cuckold ? 

But all this while she saw no smile 

Nor countenance of the knight ; 
She changed hew, she made herself new, 

Her beauty was brave and bright. 
Then fell the knight to lovers delight, 

Good Lord, what dayes are these ! 
It was so strange to see the change 

A could not sleepe for fleas. 
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His uncle deare did iruth maititsine, 

And all his foea con found. 
But in the end» alas, alas. 
His wof«ll deatb was lirought to passe I 

lEs princely name and courage stout^ 

Wliich all men inaj report. 
Could not defend Mm from the rout 

Of those that did extort. 
But in the end, alas, alas. 
His w of oil deatli was brought to passe ! 

He waa bereft of noble power 

Committed to his charge, 
And cast into tlie prison tower. 

His torments to acdarge. 
Whei'e as he lay, alas, alas, 
To dolefull death was brought to passe 

Who then did know the faigned elause 
Wherefore he was condemned ? 

Is not the sentence of tJw&e lawes 
Of all good men commended ? 

O noble duke, alaa^ alas, 

Thy wofull death is come to pi^se ! 

How wast thou led unto Tower-HiHj 

With billes beset about^ 
Even like a lamhe contended still 

Before the woolvish rout* 
Bummerset, alas, ala^i 
Thy wofull death is come to passo f 
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How did the common people cry, 

With heaped voices shrill, 
Pardon ! pardon ! with hands on liigh, 

Hoping to keepe him still. 
[O Summerset, alas, alas. 
Thy wofuU death is come to passe !] 

He stood upright, a noble duke 

With constant courage bold : 
Content yourselves, (this was his sute,) 

The lawes have me controld. 
Alas, poore soules, alas, alas. 
Your woe will shortly come to passe ! 

Pray for the peace of Edward king, 

Your Soveraigne, he did say, 
That he may prosper in living. 

All ye, good people, pray, 
Leaste that his foes, alas, alas, 
Do bring his wofull death to passe. 

Our summer sweet was thus bereft. 

And winter did ensue. 
What carefull hearts to us were left. 

Are since approved true. 
Oh ! England, cry alas, alas. 
That thy woe should come thus [to] passe. 



MiiiE owue deai^e ladj brave, 
Woitld Qod It W€re m j Juip 

Ta 1)6 the .^p[iiin[ell t!mt yoft lum 
7d dandle m jqut Is^ 

Or thtfc I were eo leate 

To please jou \vhh my skippfsi^ 
To take me up, in your conceit 
Tft ataod saS &i£ your H|is» 

Or that my pranking pace 

In all points could agree 
To touch your traine in every place, 

At least as neere as he. 

Or that I could so bragge, 
Or simper with my taile, 

To take me up into your lap 
To know what I doe ayle. 

Then should I hope and have 

Each dainty in the dish, 
And harbor, like a pretty knave, 

According to my wish. 
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And sleepe between your paps, 
With stroking on the head, 

As tenderly as each lady raps 
Such puppies in their beds. 

Would God you would voutchsafe 
To grant me half the grace, 

A licke or leape some time to have 
In such a puppies place. 

Should never faining whelpe 
So closely keepe you play, 

For I will neither run nor yelpe, 
Your secrets to bewray ; 

But what it should behove 

A spaniel to professe, 
To cloake or hide when you remoove. 

My part shall be no lesse. 

And what doth want in him 

My favour might supply, 
For though your puppie can do trim. 

Yet not so well as I. 

Perhaps you will forget 
Your puppies dainty toyes. 

When you and I are closely met 
To play for pritty boyes. 



THE CROWNE-GARLAND 



[In] pitty now peruse 

This written verse of mine, 

Or else the dog I crave to choose, 
The happy state of thine. 



A NEW SONG OF A CURST WIFE AND HER HUSBAND. 

Passing along through Redriffe, 

I heard one sore complaining, 
Then streight I drew me neere to him 

To know the cause and meaning 
Of this his sorrow, care, and griefe. 

Which did his mind disaster; 
Alasse, sayes he, what shall I doe ? 

My wife will needs be maister. 

For I may bid wo[e] worth the time 

That ere with her I matched. 
For with her nailes that are so sharpe 

My face she hath bescratched ; 
To a surgion I was driven to run. 

For to goe beg a plaister, 
So thus, Grod knowes, unto my greefe, 

My wife will be my maister. 

I drudge, I droile, I tosse, I toyle. 
Till tbat the day be ended ; 
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At night I make to her account 
What monny I have spended, 

Or else my pockets she will search, 
And say I am a waster : 

Thus like a mome I live at home, 
And shee will needes be maister. 

For all the paines that I do take. 

Yet still she will be chiding ; 
Except five groats each night I bring. 

At home ther's no abiding ; 
She sales that T am good for nought 

But for some foolish jeaster, 
With angry browes, and deadly bowes, 

She sweares to be my master. 

Thus, honnest friend, as you have heard, 

I daily live in sorrow, 
Of never a neighbor that I have 

Dare I once lend or borrow. 
If I should live as many yeares 

As ever did King Nestor, 
Yet, in my mind, it still me feares. 

That she would be my maister. 

I dare not stir forth of her sight 

But when I am a working. 
For her jealous mind doth thinke I am 

With one or other lurking ; 
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And if at any time I should 
But chance to sper " a teaster, 

Sheele call me knave, bfi5e rogue, and 
And sweares sheele bee the maister. 



>;OTES. 



p. 1 , — " To the tune o f When f ying fame.'' This tune, to which 
" Chevy Chace" and a great number of ballads of the 
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries were sung, is to be 
found in the Editor's " Collection of National English 
Airs," 4to. 1840. 

P. 2, 1. 2, — " And Lankaster the last" In the original " And 
last of Lankaster," which is presumed to be a misprint, 
as the line should rhyme with " fast." 

P. 3, verse 3, — " First placed their pictures in red gold.** In 
the edition of 1659 " tvrought gold." 

P. 12, verse 2, — " To theib eternal praise.** In the edition of 
1612 this line is " To his eternal praise." " Their" in 
the edition of 1659. 

P. 17, last verse, — " Then sed : Eve ! Ifeele thy case." In 
the edition of 1659, " O cursed Eve," &c. 

P. 18, verse 1, — " The dark may hide me from man's eye." 
In the edition of 1659 it is, " No dark may hide me from 
God*s eye." 

— verse 3, — " For I have tread." " Trod" in the edition 
of 1659. 

— verse 5, — " / crave my rrasT deserved doome.** " Jv^t 
deserved doome" in the edition of 1659. 

— verse 6, — " Let modesty accuse this crime." " Accurse" 
in the edition of 1659. 

P. 19, — " O that the wombe had beene my grave." This and 
the three following verses are a paraphrase of a portion 
of the third chapter of the book of Job. 
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P. 25 To the hin^ of Shure'i Wifer " The woeM lameu- 
ttttion of Jane Shore, a gijldsinith'^ wife," &c. was sung 
U> tiie turn of " Come live with ine," which is printed in 
the " Collection of Nation d English Airs," 4 to. 1840. 

P. 28, veiBe 3, — The duke hy law did lone hhi Bi.oon." 
" Did lose his heafF in the edition of 1659, and in verse 
5, ^* But nunc an hiin would bread bestow " 

P. 32, — " To a neu* tune, Phillida FLotrra 5LE." This 
aong and tunc are reprinted in the *^ Collection of Na- 
tion s.1 English Airs.'* 

P. 33,—" Tke lifE mid death of the fatuous Tho. Stukelif " 
" The former part of this song- is so confined to particu- 
lars, that it catititJt be expec&ed historians shi>uld have 
taken iii>tice of any of these facts ; hut I am suri>rised 
that amongst the crimes our author lias charged Stukeley 
witi], he lyisnoi tal^en notice of the mcjst heinous ; treason 
ag;ain£t his queen and country' : for the Idng- of Spain, 
enrag'ed that queen Elizabeth should protect the Dutch, 
who had lately revolted from tlte Spanish government, 
Liok care to enconrage the rebels in Ireland, and pope 
Greg-ory XIII entered into a strict league with him, 
desiring to set the marquiit of Vincola, his illegitimate 
soiiy upon the throne of Ireland, lliomas Sstukely, who 
for some reason {hut what i.s not recorded) had fled frtim 
England, his imttve counUys jt>ined the pope, and pre- 
tended such intei^st iii Ireland, that his holiness gave 
him the title of marquis of l*einster, earl of Wexford 
and t*artelogh, viscount Morogh, and bartm of Rt'iSise, 
and the command of eight hundred Italian soldiers, who 
were to he employed in the conquest of that kingdom. 
As religion was ma do tlie pretence, the expedition was 
to hu commanded in chief by the great bigot of those 
days, Don Sebastian, king of Portugal, a priest-ridden 
monaR*h, whose education had been entrusted to a Jesuit, 
and who had been taught, tliat to platit tlie Roman reli- 
gion witli fire and sword was the grand business of a 
believing prince. Stukely therefore witli his eight huii- 
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dred men sailed la PortagaJ to joiii his commander, but 
lie was at tbat time taicen up vdih other view's, and de- 
sign e<l an expedition nearer home ] for he was raisings an 
anoiy to preach the gospel in Morocco* Nor was there a 
pretence wanted for carrying on this war ; for after the 
deatli of Ahdalhi, Ving of Morocco, Muley Mohamed his 
son had caused himself to be proclaimed kin^ ; upon thi-S hi^ 
nncle, Mulej Moluc, raisjed an army against him, alleg- 
ing tJnit pursuant to die law^; of the CherifTs, the liing's 
bn^diers should ascend the thi'one before his sons, and 
Mahomet being overthrown in tJiree pitched battles, fied 
to Portugal, where having repreHented his ease to Don 
Sehjustiaa, and promised that hi^ subjects should turn 
Christians, that monarch, contmry to the advice of all 
.his eouueil, embarked with ItlOOO men, of whom Stukely 
and his 800 soldiers made a part, njwn promise tliat, this 
expedition ended, he would innuetliatelv jyiil for Ireland* 
A pitched battle^ and that a bloody one too, was fought, 
during whieh Mohic, who had lain lingering, died in Ids 
litter, Sebastian was slain, and Mahomet fl}ing, wa^ 
drowned in passing the river Mucazen," — Old Ballads^ 
voh p, 1S8, 8vo. 1727. 

P. 42, verm 2, — " Thai such a w'wf% guEEK lu jA*,* In the 
edition of 1612, That such a worthy prince as she.*' 

P. 45,^ — A Soiiij of a Beif(/ar ami a Kintf." The ntoi'y of 
kuig Cophetua and the beggar maid is frequently alluded 
to by our old dramatic writers. Shakespeare, in his 
^ Eumo^i and Juliet" (Act ii. sc. 1) makes Mercntia say : 

** YoTtDg Adam Cupid, he thut sbot so tnm^ 
Whifu King CopLetuii luvi^d the beggnr mEiid.'' 

In the Second Part iif Henry IV» Act v. sc. 3, Falstaff 
mys to Pistoll : 

O bnse Asgjrifin knight, what is tliy xjew^? 
l^t king Uophetna know the truth thereof/' 

Ben Jonson alludes to it in his comedy of *^ Every Man 
in his Humour/* Sir William Davcnant in " The Wits,'' 



F, 47^ viae % — Am4 nmty tkm^ m rmsm i fcf iii - ' Is tlh 
dfpee* m the edilii A of Vt&&. 

R ^1, iKt veoe,^** Tim h^md M W e» lir ml w.' 
die editinn <if KHa, '^Tra^fev l&fll iM «ridl all kb 



F«6<^f— liU **/ **Sdkfii^^^ 
nr the Begzimiiig^ id iJie Wmlii,' m ^erj 

It k li> be fmd m Qokq FKyabffh*» waA Ladr 
YiQe^a TifgiBal Boei% m "^Hms Dtodng Master/ a&d 
mnj oifc^ tbOeetpn. Ii » neatimd M i>ik^ in 
yt Intn^tetieo, hj T&fkr lie wvtef^foet, hf Tha. 

De]oD?f and W m^tKj old dmBttt&l& NrndonaJ 
Kngl^ Airs' ^ 

F* 70, verae 4^ — ht ike cijpy tbe two fii^ Hues ol tius ^'erse 



** Tbp lotigbl In? g»TB IliB qqAtioia lAit, 
Mj iale «PM wMoe entprt** 

And the last Hne, 

" ffnih dat!ftwl to liir ' 

P. 72j vefse 1, — ^Therc ts one line wanting in this rerse, and 
anotber so misprinied as to be unmtdligible. 

P, 7d| vetse^ l,^llie burden is i^upplied from tlie precredin^ 
veiMif Wmg omiUed in tbe copy. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



The *'Sat}Tos and Satyricall Epigrams'' rGprinted 
in the following pages, are the only known pro- 
ductions of Henry Hutton, He was a caustic 
and vivid writer, and has sketched with some 
humour a picture of the habits and manners of 
his time. Many of his observations were drawn 
from passing events^ and the incidental notices 
of Sir John Harington, Tom Goiyat, Taylor the 
w^ater-poet, and George ^Vithor, form not the 
least interesting portions of liis work. 

According to Wood (Atkmw^ ii* 277) he was 
born in the county palatine of Durham, of an 
antient and genteel family passed some time 
at Oxford, " either as hospes or mdarimi ; but 
minding the smooth parts of poetry and romance 
more than logic, departed as it seems without a 
degree/^ 

Many scattered notices of the Hutton family 
may be found in Sur tees' " History and Antiqui- 
ties of the County Palatine of Durham,'' but I 
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ages of the brothers could not have differed ma- 
terially, we may safely conclude that Henry Hutton 
must have been much advanced in life in 1671, 
the period of his decease. This may go far to 
confirm my conjecture, that the curate of Witton 
Gilbert and the author of " Follie's Anatomie"" 
may be one and the same. 
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TO THE READER, 



UPON THE AUTHOB HIS KINS-MAN. 



Old Homer in his time made a great feast, 

And every Poet was thereat a guest : 

All had their welcome ; yet not all one fare ; 

To them above the salt (his chiefest care) 

He spewd a banquet of choise Poesie, 

Whereon they fed even to satietie. 

The lower end had from that end their cates, 

For Homer, setting open his dung-gates, 

Delivered from that dresser excrement. 

Whereon they glutted, and retumd in print. 

Let no man wonder that I this rehearse ; 

Nought came from Homer but it turnd to verse. 

Now where our Author was, at this good cheere ; 

Where was his place ; or whether he were there ; 

Whether he waited ; or he tooke away; 

Of this same point I cannot soothly say; 

But thus I ghesse : being then a dandiprat. 

Some witty Poet tooke him in his lap 

And fed him, from above, with some choice bit : 

Hence his Acumen, and a ready wit, 

B 2 
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But prayses from a friendly pen ill thrive, 
And truth's scarce truth, spoke by a relative. 
Let envy therefore give her vote herein : 
Envy and th' Author sure are nought a-kin. 
lie personate bad Envy : yet say so. 
He lickt at Homers mouth, not from below. 



R. H. 



AD LECTORES. 



To stand on terms 'twere vain, by hook and crook, 

One terme, I was defrauded of a booke. 

Now, readers, your assistance I must crave 

To play at noddy; to tume up a knave. 

My foe at tick-tack playes exceeding well : 

For bearing, (sirs,) beleeve't, he bears the bell. 

He's of a blood-hounds kinde, because his nose 

Utters each new-made sent ; be't verse or prose. 

Could ye attache this felon in's disgrace 

I wojjld not bate an inch, (not Boltons ace,) 

To baite, deride, nay ride this silly asse ; 

I would take paines he should not scot-free passe. 

All filching knaves, (be't spoken as a trope,) 

Will once be plaide, displayed by a rope : 

And be this proud disperser of stole workes 

Once caught, (that now in clanks and corners lurks ;) 

Lest he delude some kinde affecting scholler, 

Pray have him twiched in a hempen coUer : 

Once burnt ith' hand, he will example give 

To such times tume-coats as by filching live. 



TO 

THE WORTHILY HONOR'd KNIGHT, 

SIE TIMOTHY HUTTON. 



Noblest of mindes, unknowne, I would invite 

Rich Pyrrhus to accept a Codrus mite. ^ 

My lame-legd muse nere dome Pernassus mount, 

Nor drunke the juice of Aganippe's fount : ' 

Yet doth aspire with Dedall's wings, appeale 

To you, sole patron of our common weale. 

The foule maskt lady, Night, which blots the skie. 

Hath but one Phoebe, fever-shaking eye : 

Olympus azure clime, one golden light. 

Which drownes the starry curtaine of the night : 

And my rude muse (which satyrists would rend) 

One generous, grave, patronizing friend. 

You this Maecenas are ; peruse my writ, 

And use these Metroes of true meaning wit : 

Command ; commend them not : such humile art 

Disclaimes applause, demerits no desert. 

Value my verse according to her worth : 

No mercenary hope hath brought her forth. 

Times puny penny-wits I loathing hate. 

Though poore, I'me pure, from such a servile state. 
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These workes (fram'd on the anvile of mj braine,) 
My free borne muse, enfranchise from such shame I 
In which large calender timists may view 
I onely writ to please the world, and you. 

Your worships friend 

Nomine et re, 

Henry Huttos. 



SATYRES. 



I URGE no time, with whipt, stript satyrs lines, 

With furies scourge, whipping depraved times. 

My muse (tho' fraught) with such shall not begin 

T' uncase, unliEice the centinell of sin : 

Yet let earths vassailes, pack-horse unto shame, 

Know I could lash their lewdnesse, evill fame ; 

Reade them a lecture should their vice imprint 

With sable lines in the obdured flint ; 

Their mappes of knavery and shame descry 

In lively colours, with a sanguine die ; 

And tell a tale should touch them to the quick ; 

Shold make them startle ; fain themselves cap-sick ; 

But that no patron dare, or will, maintaine 

The awfull subject of a satyre's vaine. 



What have we here ? a mirror of this age 
Acting a comicks part upon the stage. 
What ga]lant's this ? his nature doth unfold 
Him to be framed in Phantastes mold. 
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SATYRES. 



Lo how he jets ; how sterae he shewes his face, 
Whiles £rom the wall he passengers doth chase. 
Muse, touch not this man, nor his life display, 
Ne with sharpe censure gainst his vice invey : 
For, sith his humor can no jesting hrooke. 
He will much lesse endure a satyre's booke. 
Beshrew me, sirs, I durst not stretch the streete, 
Gaze thus on conduits scrowls, base vintners beat, 
Salute a mad-dame with a french cringe grace, 
Greete with " Gk)d-dam-me,'' a confronting face, 
Court a rich widow, or my bonnet vaile, 
Converse with bankrupt mercers in the gaile, 
Nor in a metro shew my Cupide's fire. 
Being a french-poxt ladies apple-squire ; 
Lest taxing times (such folly being spide) 
With austere satyres should my vice deride. 
Nere breath, I durst not use my mistresse fan. 
Or walke attended with a hackney-man. 
Dine with Duke Humfirey in decayed Panics, 
Confound the streetes with chaos of old braules, 
Dancing attendance on the Black-iriers stage. 
Call for a stoole with a commanding rage. 
Nor in the night time ope my ladies latch. 
Lest I were snared by th' all-seeing watch : 
Which critick knaves, with lynxes pearcing eye. 
Into mens acts observantly do prye. 



Muse, shew the rigour of a satyres art, 
Jn harsh sarcasmes, dissonant and smart. 



Fit'stj to you m«5se of liumors, pufft; of winder 
Wbi<^b, polijK^-like, doth enterclmnge \iu mind. 
Note how thie Timis^ scratching of his pate. 
Invents b fable to advance his BtfttCy 
Venting a legend of man, diYclls lies, 
^Vliieh in the eares of potentates must flle. 
See how he stiiiares it^ ttdtes a private stand, 
To Guathonbe, to act it with liis band* 
Behold his gesture and his bra^sen face. 
How stoutdy he doth manage his disgrace. 
Lo ! how he whispers in his masters eare ; 
In's closet tattles, leet the siervants heare ; 
Winkes of an eye, and laughs his lord to scorn e, 
Ey his attractive fingers making homes. 
His swimming braine thus being braiiglit to bod. 
As motives to biB wit, he rubs his head : 
Then like a ledger at the tables end. 
Takes place for an invited friend ; 
Applauding in disco lu'se his maste^rs speech, 
Adrairing's vertu, ore the pot doth preach : 
Inveies 'gainst ding -thrifts that their land? have 
Detesting ryot more then thin cheek t Lent ; 
Censures liase w boredom e, with a mustard face, 
With a sow re pis -pot visage doth disgrace 
A rufiled boote ; and will in no case stand 
In view of a (sir reverence) yellow band. 
He rayles on musick, pride, and wines exces^e. 
And from m organ-pipe himsclfe dutli blesse ; 
Abhor res a sattin suit, or veh et cloake. 
And sayes tobaccho is the di veils smoake; 
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SATYRESS. 



The thought of To. his intrailes more doth gripe 
Then phjsieks art^ or a strong gliater-pipe. 
Go tell this slave his vices shall not paase, 
Such craftie eolts must feele the sairjTes lash. 
The lyons skinne awhile may shade the ape: 
But jet his worship shall not scot-iree eeape* 
Though he seeme nicej demeane himself demure, 
The world perceives this sycophant's impure. 
His harpies face, dissembling syrens voyce, 
Which in each corner make a whisthng uoyccj 
Cannot be sconced with each male pretenccj 
Nor blind the world with some mis-cons tru'd sense. 
We know his thoght concurs not with his word : 
His mouth speaks peaces his h ait intends a sword. 
None can discerne whence Titan framed this mold 
Which, Gnato like, doth blowe both hot and cold. 
O subtle tyrantj whose corroding hate. 
Deprives both life, and consummates the state 
Of senselesse noddies^ who repose in rest, 
Foster hot embers, serpents in their brest ; 
Which, sparkling flames, t* accomplish vain desii-e. 
Makes foolee, their subiectSj fnell to the fire ; 
And like the viper, fraught with spleenefull maw^ 
The intraUs of theu- patrons states doe gnaw. 
Nextj lets survey the letch era obscene shame. 
Bouse him from's squat, pursuing of the game, 
Tracing each footestep by his fresh matie sent, 
And pinch him with a scandald soule, impure. 
Note him with Thetti for ay to endure- 
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Wilt please jou view this monster ia his glasse ? 
It best discovers a phantastick asse* 
See how. Narcissus likoj the foole doth doate, 
Tie wing his pi ct tire and his guarded coate ; 
And with what grace, bold actor Like he speakes. 
Having his beard precisely cut Vth' peake ; 
How neat's mouchatoes do a distance atand. 
Lest they disturbe his lipSj or saiFron band ; 
How expert he's ; with what attentive cai'e 
Doth he in method place each Btragling haire. 
This idle idoll doth bestow his wit 
In being spruce, in making's ruflTe to sit ; 
His daies endeauours are to be compleate. 
To use his vestures nitid and facete : 
'For vulgar oathes, he raps forth blood and heartj 
-^As coadjutors in the wenching art i 
Ill's frizled periwig, with bended brow, 
Sweares at each word for to confirm his vow. 
He holds an oath's the ornamental! grace 
Of veniall discourse, befitting's place ; 
And doth maintainej in's hmnorj to be drunk 
Is the preparative to love a punke ; 
A pipe of To. th' indulgence of his brains. 
Using potatoes to preserve the raines. 
Pale horned Luna, sister to darke nightj 
In YeDus sport he useth for a light ; 
Thinking earth's sable mantle hides lus shame, 
Deprives the terror of swift winged fame- 
When darkuesse doth eclipse Don Phcebus raies, 
When nights vast terror hath expel Id the daie#, 
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Then doth tlxi^ subject pase it to Pickt-hatcli, 
Sliore-ditclij or Turneball, in de^pit*; y*tli* watch ; 
And there reposing on his mistrisee kp. 
Beg some fond fa^-ouTj be't a golden cap ; 
Plales with her plume of feathers or her fan. 
Wishing he were accepted for her man ; 
And then at lai*ge in ample tearrae^ doth ahowe 
His Cupids dart and much endured woe, 
Desiring cvm to salve tiis languight care, 
cxpell the willow -garland of despaire ; 
And, that he may obtaine bis lust*^ (Compares 
Iler ejes to starreSj to amber her pounet hajres ; 
Equalls her hand to cignets purest white, 
Which in Micanders streames do take delight ; 
Her sanguine bluiih, and ruby painted mold. 
Unto Aurara*s red* rich Indies gold. 
Having earfh^a weaker vassaile overcome, 
He bribes a Fandar witli some trilling sum ; 
Doth frolike with the musick in this vaine, 
Hearing the diapason of their atraiiie. 
Perhaps liee'l cut a caper, neatclj prance. 
And with his curtail some odde gaUiard dance ; 
Then glutted with liis lust make quick dispatehr 
Pretending hee*3 in danger of the watch : 
So taking vale till some other night. 
Must be conducted by a tapers light 
Along the streete to his polluted cell, 
Wlierc this vile leteher doth inhabit, dwell. 
He thinker the secret quietnesse of night, 
Whif'h with phantasmes doth poasesse each sprite. 
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Is a safe shelter to coeceale his fact. 

Having no witnesse to record Ids act, 

O stupid foolti ! the Heavens al -seeing eye 

Beholds thy base frequented infamy ; 

And will repay thee treblej with a pox, 

For the night-hanting of base Shoreditcb snitjcka. 



All haOe Tom Tospot I weleome to the coast ! 

WTiat Paris news canst brag of, or make bost ? 

Thy phisnomie bewraies thou canst ralate 

Some strange exploits attempted in the state. 

I know th' haat courted Yen us -lusting dames^ 

'Twas thy intent when thou tookst ship on Thames. 

Let's sympathize thy hap ; enjoy some sport : 

What ajrt thou Bencelessej dead- drunk, all a mort ? 

GallantSj this abject object which you see, 

Is an old picture of gentilitie. 

With Coriat he travelVd hath by land 

To see Christa crosse, the tree where Judaa hangd. 

Divelin and Amsterdam his sea crab pase, 

With other countries moe> did often trace. 

Earth's circled orbe he frequent trudged ; went 

With lesse espences then Tom Odcombe spent : 

With fewer cloaths, thogh furnisht with mo shifts 

With sparing diet ; fewe received gifts. 

Tom had one payre of stockins, shooes, one suite ; 

But Tospots case Tom Coxcombs doth confute ; 

For he has travellM all Earths globe a-foote. 

Without whole cloathes, good stockin, shooe or boote. 
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His ragged journall, I bemone^ condole ; 
Yet (God be tbankt) he is returned all- hole- 
Tom had assistants, as his bookes report, 
But Tospot traveird voide of all consort ; 
Having no creature with him whiles he slept, 
Or walkt ; but iucb as in his bosome crept. 
Tospot detests all cioathsj hates new found forme. 
Unless it were no cl oaths at all were wome. 
Which method (I dare eaj) he would observe, 
Goe naked with his com^ragges, beg, and sterve. 
He is no boasting Thraso which will vant 
Of his adventures, penurie^ and scant ; 
Yet, if you please to reade mj slender Muse, 
I shall describe the humor be doth use. 
Tobaccho, bottle-ale, hot pippin-pies ; 
Sueh traffique, merchandize, he dally bules^ 
With beUj-timber he doth cram his gutj 
With double jugges doth his Orexis glut, 
Sweares a " G^od-dam-me" for the tapsters shottes. 
And may pledge no health lease then with two pots> 
He has a sword to pawne in time of neede, 
A perfect beggers phrase, wherewith to pleade 
For mainteiianc43, when his eithausted store 
Is profijBe lavisht on some pockie whore* 
TibomcF triangle trees will be the thing. 
Must send tlds knave to Heavens in a string. 
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MouNsiER Bravado, are you come t'out-face, 

With your mouchatoes, gallants of. such place ? 

Pack hence ! it is an humor to contend, 

In a bravado, with your neerest friend. 

Weel not contest or squabble for a wall. 

Nor yet point field, though you us vassailes call. 

Invent some other subject to employ 

Your gilded blade, your nimble footed boy. 

Correct your frizled locks, and in your glasse 

Behold the picture of a foolish asse : 

Barter your lowsie sutes for present gaine, 

Unto a broker in rich Birchin lane : 

Compile a sonnet of your mistrisse glove : 

Copy some odes t' expresse conceited love. 

Ride with your sweet-heart in a hackney coach. 

Pick quarrells for her sake, set fraies on broach : 

Use musicks hai'mony (which yeelds delight) 

Under your ladies window in the night : 

Stretch with a plume, and cloak wrapt under th' arm, 

Yong gallants glories' soone will ladies charme. 

S' foot walke the streets : in cringing use your wits : 

Survey your love, which in her window sits. 

Black- Friers, or the Palace-garden beare, 

Are subjects fittest to content your care ; 

An amorous discourse, a poets wit. 

Doth humor best your melancholy fit. 

The Globe to morow acts a pleasant play, 

In hearing it consume the irkesome day. 

Goe take a pipe of To.; the crowded stage 

Must needs be graced with you and your page. 

c 
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Sweare for a place witli each controlling foule. 
And send your liaeknej servant for a &toole. 
Or if your mistaiBse frowne, seeme male content, 
Then let your Muse be cloistred up, ypent. 
Be love-sick e, and harsh madrigalls expresse, 
That she may visit yon in such distresses 
Pme sure you have some pamphlet^ idle toy, 
Wliich yoii rate high, esteeme a matchlesse joy. 
Where's your tobacco box, your Steele and touch ? 
Koarers respect, and value these too much. 
Where is your larum watch, your Turkies rings, 
Muske- comfits* bracelets^ and such idle things ? 
Y*are ixak*t as Adam if you have not these, 
And your endeavours cannot ladies please, 
^f you the gallants title will assume, 
Goe u&e tli' apothecarie for perfume, 
Wearo eare -rings, jewels, cordivant's strong sent, 
Which comely ornaments dame Nature lent* 
Fy^ fy ; you are to blame, which times misspend ; 
That for a trifling cost will lose a friend. 
Do not contend in each frequented lane, 
With evere idle coxconibe, busie braine : 
But your Minervaes industry employ. 
Your ladies golden tresses to enjoy. 
Record your name in some rich mercers note, 
That tradesmen may come puU you by the coate. 
And in th* abysse of vintners chalked score, 
Shipwraek good fortune, run thy state on shoare. 
Dive in mechanicks books, till in tlie streete 
Seargeants arrest^ convey thee to the Fleete^ 
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And there in durance cag'd, consume with woe, 
Beg with a purse, and sing Fortune's my foe. 



Write, poetaster : fy for shame, your dayes 
Wil dy without remembrancers of praise. 
'Tis pitty such a pregnant witty verse 
Should be intombed in the fatall herse. 
Confine your muse some tractates to compile. 
In scanned metre, or condigner stile ; 
That earth's milde censure may applauding blaze 
Your Phoenix quill with volleys of great prayse. 
Why art so slowe ? the trophies will bee lost, 
Unlesse you wright all fortunes shall be crost. 
What, canst thy stile prohibit ? gazing mute. 
Where earth's contending for the golden fruite. 
You vilifie your selfe with endlesse shame, 
Imposing scandall to each poets name. 
I grieve he should be silent, in despite 
Of all the Muses which sarcasmies write. 
He doth resemble minstrells in each thing. 
Invited once, heel neyther play, nor sing. 
Unbidden, will invey against each friend. 
Incessant write great volumes without end. 
The amorist which doth your wardrobe keepe. 
Admires your sluggish Muse is yet asleepe. 
He should a riming madrigall compose ; 
And wanting you, must tell his griefs in prose. 
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The wejiebes they exx^layme, cry out, an<l call 
For poetasters workes extemporalL 
Tlie alehouse tipplerj he protests your Muse 
G-reatly dishonours hiin with grosse abuse, 
Infringing promise ; which you lately madej 
Concerning UbeUs, that should touch the trade. 
He gave you earnest after you were wooed^ 
A doxen of strong liquor he bestowed 
To bathe your muse, to make your fluent vaine 
Apt to despise a sa tyres taxing braine. 
The Idle minstreUj he t^ries out of wrongs 
Because you doe his sonnets still prolong. 
You injure much his treble squeaking note, 
Deprives bim of the townships armes, red coate ; 
Such wrongs may not passe free : invent a theam, 
Eouze up your luuse from her eouceited dre^e. 
Give him a cup of ale, a pipe of To. : 
And let bim to his private study go* 
Heel break e a jeit, when be has drunke a glas&e, 
Which abal for currant mongst the tapaters passej 
And rime to any word you can propound, 
Although a metre tor it nere were found. 
Wright panegyricks in the praise oFs friend^ 
Make compleat verses, on his fingers end. 
He has a subject he did late invent, 
Will shame the riming sculler. Jack a Lent. 
'Tis writ in print ; perhaps youl fiee*t anon, 
*Twas made of Robin Hood and little John : 
'Twi! be discovered er't be long, and ly 
Under the bottome of a pippin-py. 
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Be pind to capons backs to shroude the heate, 
Fixt to some solid joynt of table meate. 
Wish it be put to no worse service then 
To shelter the scorcht caponet or hen. 
I pray't may have such office, worthy place, 
Yet feares't must suffer vile rebuke, disgrace. 
Jack out of office, wee't ere long shall finde, 
'Ith house of office, being mew'd, confinde. 
Well though it be, yet for the Muses sakes, 
Hee'l pen a pithie tractacte of A-jax. 
I wish he would reserve A-jax in minde, 
Twill serve but for A-jax and come behinde. 
For men adjudge the volumes of this foole 
Worthie no chayre, scarce to deserve the stoole. 
Let cease the clamor of thy hotchpot verse. 
The stupid pots, or sencelesse streetes to pearce. 
The doggrell discord of thy long legd rime, 
Defameth poets, scandalize the time. 
Your mock-verse muse deserveth nought but fire, 
The beggers' whipstock, or the gallowes hire. 
In silence spend the reliques of your dayes : 
For being mute you will attaine most prayse. 
Avoide each satyres lash, censures of times. 
Which doe deriding read pot-poets rimes. 



The crane-throate hell of this depraved age, 
Earths belly-god, let's view upon the stage. 
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See Low the aqimdroii of his full frauglit panch 
Out-squares tlie straightiaes of liis narrow Imnch ; 
MftkiTig Im atumppes supporters to uptiolde 
This masse of guttesj this putrefied molde. 
Jlis belly is a cisteme of receit, 
A grand confounder of demulcing meate. 
^ A sabariticke sea, a deplhlegse gulfe, 
A sencelesse vulture, a corroding wolfe. 
Behold tills Helluo, how he doth glut. 
Fill (like a wallet) his immeasurde gut, 
Cramming his stomack with uncessant loade. 
Like a stuft bladder j haters big swelling toade ; 
And rammes his panch^ that bottomlesse abysse, 
Ab if to glut were legally promised blisse. 
All's fish that comes to net, this harpy's tooth 
Eates what's within the eom passe of his mouth. 
His table-talkc hates hunger, more then vice, 
Railea against forte ne, t-heating, cards, and dice^ 
Envies 'gainst actors, taxing such as fight, 
Or in tobacco doe repose delight. 
And thousand subjects mo exactly scannes, 
Ray ling on cloakebagge breeches, yellow bands ; 
Wishing the fencing-schooles might be aupprest. 
And all save belly^ timber doth detest. 
Tliis large discourse bis gluttony doth eloake, 
Are motives his Orexis to pi'ovoke. 
Which being fraught, till sences are a mort, 
At noone tide to concoct he takes a snort. 
His drowsie seniles hudwinkt in a cap, 
Leaning upon bis chaire do take a nap. 
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Conferre his belly with his lower part, 

And you'l adjudge dame Natures rarest art 

Made not this bulke, infusing life, or blood. 

In such unsquared timber, unheawn wood. 

He's more misshapen then Crete's monstrous sin, 

Deformed both without, and eke within. 

His circled panch, is barrell like, rotound. 

Like earths vast concaves hollow and profound. 

His hanches which are lockt as in some box. 

With the straight compasse of a par a-dox, 

He doth into so little compasse bring. 

As if they should be drawne through Gyges ring, 

So that he seemes as if black Vulcans art 

Of diverse fossiles had compil'd each part ; 

As if some taylor had bound on with points, 

Nero's great belly, to starv'd Midas joynts. 

I could dicipher this huge map of shame. 

And lively pourtrait his abhorred name, 

Wer't not that criticks would debase, revile. 

Censure the sharpnesse of a satyres stile. 

'Tis shame, such vipers, all devouring hell. 

Should be indured in our coasts to dwell. 

We can frame nothing of such naughtie earth. 

Except a storehouse in the time of dearth ; 

Or beg this minotaure, when he doth die, 

T' make dice oFs bones, or an anatomic. 

He therefore leave him in his pan-warm'd bed. 

Resting on's pillow his distempr'd head. 

Wer't not for censures, I should make him prance. 

Skip at the satyre's lash, leade him a dance, 
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Inst ^Iden tua&ae of wit, 

i UCirt authenticall the which fihe [jleadee, 
&r irholsom6 doctrine^ that ahe dailj^ reades* 
Coase, aufltere muse. Urn coimterfeit to toodi : 
TliaTe spoke aat}nicall, I «Uml>t» too nuieb^ 

Tilth er pitty, then envy invny, 
Their kiUender ot" wretch^neese to display, 
^Qt^ng idfy mum im blende, kftit tbe ttrif 

This ^!iTnt-like crentur<^ with ta RatTrei> whi^i 
I bltti^ my quill wilh bo immodest tleuje 

Loathing ibe suljeGt of ft satyfe'e stile, 
Piseeraes dasartp ^Moh Bhofild tidfl se<it defiie- 
"^ardcm mj mum (Idnde dsm) ihe whips not 
Whom we in specie do women calh 
'Tis Corinth's Lais, Rome's confronting whore, 
Which like the Hellespont we run on shore ; 
Such as resemble Dian in their deedes, 
I meane in giving large Actaeons heads. 
These are the subjects which demerit blame, 
And such we tax with earths eternall shame. 
Applauding such chast Philomels, whose love, 
Idem, per idem, doth most constant prove. 
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Should I coramend your satyres ? faith no ; tush, 

'Tis an olde proverbe, Good wine needes no bush. 

If ye demerit earth's condigner laude, 

Let graver censures grace you with applaude. 

If ye deserve no poets lawrell stem, 

Be ye base orphans, I disclaime ye then. 

To praise good works 'twere shame, indigne, and vile. 

For none but counterfeits do prayse their stile. 

Good is but good ; and no man can more say : 

To praise the bad makes satyrists invay. 

Goe seeke your fortunes, be it good or bad, 
If bad, rie grieve ; if good, I shall be glad. 

Henry Hutton. 
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Examine Hermes, if he lovM or no» 
Wliiles he with Hcrse private did c^nferre, 
Ileel not digcUiime his wen^^hlng^ act% I trowe. 
Or that with Venna he did wilful! eire. 
Thus lov'd the churlish ^tarres. Then why sbold I 
Pocxre Satumi&ty a distract lorer die. 

Nor wert thou chast, gr^t JoTe : the wedlock band 
In and Alcmen&^a armes tliou broke : 

lindar's proud bride thon uaed at command i 
Captiv'd Calisto in a lostfull yoke ; 
And with the^ paramours hast led thy life^ 
Wron^ng the pleasure of a jealous wil*e. 

What if great Jnpiterj with Lynx his eyes. 
Should censure that chast Hera were too kinde ! 
With Hermes spells I would conjure his spies, 
Till I enjoy'd the solace of my minde* 
Admit you should disclose in outward shew 
yi^ppareut love, it were but quid pro qm* 

Suppose, that Earth impanneM a grand que^t. 
And that the barre of law should rack this act ; 
it would be thought a qufBre at the best, 
Sith affidm^ii of our concealed fact 
Could not be made ; whiles of eodi goda known shama 
A semptterriall pn^aie shall remaine. 

Hee urg'd the queene too farre : yet she excus'd. 
Fearing malignant times the fame would broach j 
And doth ol^iject, that beautie's oft abusM, 
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Oft scandaliz'd with vulgar tongues reproach. 
For slander set on foote, though false, will run, 
And currant passe in ev'ry Momists tongue. 

Beautie's a common marke, apt to offence, 
(Quoth she) when roysters rove or court unwise ; 
Bad fame will blab, and forge some lewd pretence. 
Be amours nere so secret or precise : 
No fond suspect her jealous eare can scape, 
For she will colour't in a lively shape. 

Should I, upon such tearmes, ere condiscend, 
I double, treble should mine honour staine. 
What essence then my error durst defend. 
If true accusers should my vice arraigne ? 
In vaine it were to fly from Argus watch. 
If in the net Jove Mars with Venus catch. 

The unchast king now silent, all a mort. 
Abruptly interrupts her subtile speech ; 
And, vi et armis, must enjoy his sport, 
Move her perforce to cuckoldry, spouse-breach. 
He begd before ; but now commands his lust : 
And she consents, lest Jove their talke mistrust 

Who whilest they pro et contra argued thus. 
Suspecting mis-demeanor in his guest ; 
Yet did conceale, because he sate non plus, 
Drowning despaire in his disquiet brest. 
Jove feared guile (Mendozas well can gloze) 
And therefore urged Juno to disclose. 
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Who, putting finger in the eye, declares 
This large discourse ; which Jove unkindelj takes. 
The lust seem'd vile, such impudence was rare : 
Which to defraud, he of a cloude did make 
Chast Junoes like, a formall shape invents, 
Which graphice her stature represents. 

Appollo's wagon having left his sphere, 
Drawing the starry curtaine of the night. 
This false idea did in state appeare. 
To pay lusts king his long desir'd delight : 
Whom he embrac't (yet was deceiv'd, god. wot) 
And of a cloude the massy Centaures got. 

Obtained lust his brest could not containe : 

In Thrasoe's tearmes he vants this act obscene. 

Falsely accusing Hera in disdaine. 

Making lusts queane corrivall with the queene. 

Such are mens faults ; they cannot onely home. 

But must divulge, and laugh the wrongd to scorne. 

The irefull god ; which was supposed wrong 
To weare a cuckolds badge, an armed head. 
All court affaires adjourneth, doth prolong. 
And coram nobis scans this shamefuU deede. 
Lest by delay truth should be staind, forgot. 
He wisely strikes now whilst the iron's hot : 

- And of high treason doth the king indite, 
(For faults are great which touch a mighty foe) 
Who by a quest of Qucere, which judge right, 
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(Too strictly sentenc't to eternall woe) 

Was, by that synod in Olympus held, 

Condemn'd, contemn'd, and from his throne expeld. 

To pleade, or to recant, it was too late : 
The arraigned king condemned stands, convict ; 
Whom the three justicers of Limbos state, 
With new devised penalties inflict. 
Hell's fatall judgement is a just reward 
For such as Hymenaeus rites discard. 

Fixt to the rigour of a tumbling wheele, 
Which furies move, and ever restless turnes, 
This type of lust hells terrour amply feeles. 
Whiles serpents sting and Hecats furnace burnes. 
Thus by just doome to Styx his soule did dive, 
Being enrold amongst the damned five. 

Great , mirth did Dis and Proserpina keepe, 
To give a welcome to this leane-chapt ghost. 
The triple-headed cur awoke from sleepe. 
Caron in hast his flaming ferry crost ; 
Who, with the furies, which then leasure found, 
Salutes this guest, and hopt a merry round. 

Tantal had lap enough : each ayry sprite 
And starved ghost had plenty of good-cheere. 
Alecto skipt, with Bacchus being light, 
And plaid the divell, voide of love or feare ; 
Whiles grim Megaera tore th' invective scroles, 
Chasing the fiends with ever-burning coles. 
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A greater racket was not kept in Hell 
When Heeat got tbc di veils leave to play. 
So far this chaos doth the wont exeellt 
That former tortures are a civill day. 
StoneSj tubs, aad wheeled do tumble up and dowitr 
So that no ghost esci^'t a broken crowne. 

And all this time, Ixion in a maze» 
Spectator-like beheld the furies sport ; 
At lengthy ashamed to stand still mute at gaze. 
Doth spend his mouthy and rev ell in like sort ; 
Till levell coyle, which issued from tlte pot, 
Made hell still hell, their quarrels were so hot 

JkUnos waa shreudly checkt, beeanse the ghosts 
Disturbed the gods with their unruly coile : 
Which qu&rum justice warrants sent by poast, 
To chaine each forie to bis former toUe : 
And eke the stranger which in clanks did lurke. 
By strict conmiand was set unto his worke. 

Whose restlesse paines my poore AppeUes art, 
With Agamemnon's vaile must rudely maske. 
By Ilerc'les foote^ conjecture ev'ry part ; 
And from this briefe the to tall of his taske* 
Itepriv'd by lust in Limbos doth he dwell : 
Lust was his life i his death both Heaven and HelL 

Heney Hutton. 

Dunehnemis. 



POSTSCRIPT 
TO THE AFFECTING PRINTER. 



Printer, I owe, confesse a debt : not pay, 

'Twere shame, except I tooke a longer day ! 

Faith, I must owe thee somewhat, as a friend, 

And thou must trust, for I pleade non solvend. 

It is a time, I must confesse, to owe, 

Which He repay, ere long, in folio. 

A good tume 'tis likewise : the ladders tume 

I doe bequeath such criticks as will spume ; 

My head, my muse, I bring to thee to presse. 

Sir, presst, supprest ; if it deserve no presse. 

In quarto's forme 't shall not be formed : tut ! 

Pray, trim my head in spruce octavo's cut: 

So shall my muse be free from firing snuffe. 

From physicks drugges, apothecaries stuffe. 

Be she in quarto (O !) the vintners quart 

Would but upbraide, deface her rarest part : 

Th' advice of such as adde vice unto vice 

Prethae detest ; set them no sale or price 

Of my rude workes. They lie in ambush : waite, 

Watching an opportunity for hate. 

Presse them, I pre thee, in my sole defense, 

Which would oppresse, or presse, my harmlesse sense. 

H. H. D. 



NOTES. 



Ad Lectores, 1. 4, — ** Noddy." A game at cards, which appears 
to have been variously played. — See Nares's Gloss, in v. 

— 1. 6, — " tick-tack" " This is the plain game of tick-tack, 
which is so called from touch and take, for if you touch a 
man you must play him, though to your loss." — See The 
Compleat Gamester, p. 1 13, for a detailed account of the 
game; also Hall's Horce Vacite, 1646, p. 149. 

P. 9, 1. 1, — ^^whipt, stript satyrs lines." An allusion to 
Abuses stript and whipt ; or Satirical Essay es. By 
George Wyther, &c. 1613. It has been asserted {British 
Bibliographer, i. 180) that there was an impression of this 
popular work in 161 1 ; and although no copy of that date 
has come down to us, the following passage from the same 
author's Warning-piece to London, discharged out of a 
Loop- hole in the Tower, 1662, renders it highly probable : 

" In sixteen hundred ten and one 

I notice took of public crimes ; 
With mine own faults I first begun, 

Observ'd the changes of the times, 
And what God had on me bestown 

Employed for the common good : 
Therein I sought to find mine own, 

Which was so oft misunderstood. 
That I, for being so employ'd. 
Have been three times nigh quite destroy 'd." 
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NOTES. 



P. 9» L 2, — ivith furm scout In die edition of WitherV 
AhmeitUript andu hlpt^ iniblisbed in 1617, there is a print 
of a satyr %ith. a souurge, imlled "Vices Executioner," 

P. 10, L 8, — " conduiU icrawh.'^ Alluding to the tUBcriptions 
on the old London conduits. 

P. 10, 1. 14, — " apple squire" In a note on HaU's Saiireji^ 
1824, p. 8, the editi>r remarVs: "This cant pbrase has 
been erroneously cxjilained as meaning a pander, or 
ptmp. The fact is, tliat it meajitwhat k in modem slang 
called a J(mh man ; a squire ftf the body bad the same 
meamng.'' 

P. to, b m.^^'Dinc with Duke Humfie^.'* This phrase, 
which is sUll currentj originated in the folltwing manner i 
** In the body of Old St Paul's was a huge and conspi- 
cuousi monument of Sir John Beauchamp, Inuied in 
1358, son of Guy, and brother of Thomas Earl of War- 
wick. This, bj a rnlgar mistake, has been called the 
tomb of Humphrey Duke of Gloucester, who was reaUy 
buried at St, Alban^s, where his magnilieent shrine now 
remains. The middle ai^^Ie of St. Paulas is calletl the 
Duke's galleiy in a chapter of Deklter's GuirsHorrhehonk — 
' How a gallant should behave himself in Powles 
Walkes/ Of the humomfs of this famous ambulaloiy, 
the general rendezroua of Ihe busy and the idle of all 
classes who found it eonvenient to frequent the most 
fashionable crowd in Li^ndon, a more ptirtieular descrip- 
tion may he s^en in Bekker's Deade Tmme^ ttr West- 
tmn-fters Cimplaini for hmfj Vacaliims and short iTmifcfw, 
1608, under the chaiKter * Pawle^a Steeples Complaint, 
A humorous poem was pnblished in 1074, by Sam. Speed, 
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entitled, The Legend of his Grace Humphrey Duke of 
St, Pauls Cathedral Walk, Surveyor of the Monuments 
and Tombs of the Temple, Patron to the Perambulators 
in the Piazzas in Covent Garden, Master of King's 
Bench Hall, and one of the Colleges Honorable Privy 
Council; in which the shifts of the needy and idle 
loungers are humorously depicted." 

The sort of character usually met with in Pawles Walk 
is admirably depicted by Bishop Hall in the seventh 
satire of the third book of his Virgidemiarum, 1597 : 

" Seest thou how gaUy my young master goes, 
Vaunting himself upon his rising toes ; 
And pranks his hand upon his dagger's side ; 
And picks his glutted teeth since late noontide ? 
Tis Ruffio : Trowst thou where he din'd today ? 
In sooth I saw him sit with Duke Humfray. 
Many good welcomes and much gratis cheer, 
Keeps he for every straggling cavalier. 
An open house, haunted with great resort : 
Long service mix'd with musical disport 
Many fair yonker with a feather'd crest 
Chooses much rather be his shot-free guest. 
To fare so freely, with so little cost. 
Than stake his twelvepence to a meaner host. 
Hadst thou not told me, I should surely say 
He touch'd no meat of all this livelong day. 
For sure, methought, yet that was but a guess, 
His eyes seem sunk from very hollowness. 
But could he have (as I did it mistake) 
So little in his purse, so much upon his back ? 
So nothing in his maw ? yet seemeth by his belt 
That his gaunt gut no too much stuffing felt. 
Seest thou how side it hangs beneath his hip ? 
Hunger and heavy iron makes girdles slip. 
Yet, for all that, how stiffly struts he by. 
All trapped in the new-found bravery. 
The nuns of new-won Cales his bonnet lent, 
In lieu of their so kind a conquermeut. 
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Wliat needeth he fetch that from farthest Spain, 

His grandam could have lent with lesser pain ? 

Though he, perhaps, ne'er pass'd the English shore, 

Yet fiun would counted be a conqueror. 

His hair, Frenchlike, stares on his frighted head. 

One lock Amazonlike disheveled. 

As if he meant to wear a native cord, 

If chance his fates should him that haue afford. 

All British bare upon the bristled skin. 

Close notched is his beard both Up and chin; 

His linen collar labjrinthian set. 

Whose thousand double turnings never met : 

His sleeves have hid with elbow-pinionings. 

As if he meant to flj with linen wings. 

But when I look and cast mine eyes below. 

What monster meets mine eyes in human show ? 

So slender waist with such an abbot's loin. 

Did never sober nature sure conjoin. 

Lik'st a strawne scarecrow in the new-sown field, 

Rear'd on some stick the tender com to shield. 

Or if that semblance suit not every deal, 

like a broad shak-fork with a slender steale. 

Despised nature suit them once aright. 

Their body to their coat, both now misdight 

Their body to their clothes might shapen be. 

That nill their clothes shape to their bodie. 

Meanwhile I wonder at so proud a back, 

Wliiles th' empty guts loud rumblen for long lack : 

The belly envieth the back's bright glee, 

And murmurs at such inequality. 

The back appears unto the putial eyne. 

The plaintive belly pleads they bribed been : 

And he, for want of better advocate, 

Doth to the ear hb injury relate. 

The back, insulting o'er the belly's need, 

Says, thou thyself, I others' eyes must feed. 

The maw, the guts, all inward parts complain 

The back's great pride and their own secret pain. 

Ye witless gallants, I bcshrew your hearts, 

That sets such discord 'twixt agreeing parts. 

Which never can be set at ouement more, 

Until the maw's wide mouth l>e stopp'd witli store." 
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P. 10, 1. 21, — " the Black-friers stage." It was customary for 
the gallants of our author's time to be allowed seats on 
the stage during the performance. Ben Jonson in his 
Devil is an Ass, acted in 1616, thus pointedly touches 
their demeanour : 

" To day I go to the Blackfriars playhouse, 
Sit in the view, salute all mj acquaintance, 
Rise up between the acts, let fall my cloak, 
Publish a handsome man, and a rich suit ; 
And that's a special end why we go thither, 
All that pretend to stand for't on the sthge : 
The ladies ask, who's that ? for they do come 
To see us, as we do to see them." 

Sir John Davies in one of his Epigrams (printed in 1598) 
has the following passage : 

" Rufus the courtier at the theatre, 

Leaving the best and most conspicuous place, 
Doth either to the stage himselfe transferre, 

Or through a grate doth shew his double face ; 
For that the clamorous fry of Inues of Court 

Fills up the private roomes of greater price ; 
And such a place, where all may have resort, 

He in his singularity doth despise." 

P. 11,1.26, — yellow band" i.e. a band dyed with yellow 
starch, which was once very fashionable, and is said to 
have been invented by Mrs. Turner, who was executed 
in November 1615, for having been concerned in the 
murder of Sir Thomas Overbury, and wore at the gallows 
a ruff of her favourite colour. They were worn as late as 
1621, if not later. 

P. 13, 1. 4, — guarded coate," i.e. trimmed, faced. 



P. 13, 1. 6, — " cut % th' peake" The different fashions of 
wearing the beard are the constant subjects of allusion 

F 
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NOTES* 



by nmny of uur tild liranmtlstj*. For eveij hihnmitlm 
ti|Kiii lljis subject set? Som^ Actmnt of thv Beard ami 
]\foxtjtinrhi% rhiefltf frmtt the Sixtemth to thf Eit/h- 
temth Century i hy Jokn Adcy Ref ton, E&q. F.S.A. 

I** 13, 1. 17 J— ^^fnzled perhmff" It was custiiinaiy with tlie 
I^Uants ol" Hutttin's day to weiir ciirled periwigs. Sir 
John Harin^m Ua^s an epigram "ott Giilla's goodly 
periwigge f and there are otliers U> thii Periuiffijianjt in 
Hayman's QmdlibelSt 

P. 14^ L 1, — Pickt-hdtcL * A notorious haunt of the worst 
characters of both sexes. It ia said to }m.ve been in 
Turaoiill {coitimoidy ealled Turnbull) Street, near 
Clerktinwe!!, 

p. 14, L 5, — " W jdmnt^ (tf feathers im h^r fan.'* The fan 
of our ancestors differed considerate from tliose of Uie 
present day* It had a rouad handle (lTei|uenlly uf silrer) 
and wajs composed of feaUtor^. In the frontispiece to 
the comedy of Enj^lUhmm for tnif Mone^fy Ifilfi, is a 
portrait of a lady with orie of these fans. — See Nares a 
Glimaty in v., and the long note in BosweliVs Shakcsprare, 
viil* viii. p. 7&i 

p. T5j L 6^ — hahe Shofediteh smocks." Sborcditeb wa« one 
of the outskirts of tlie town where the stews or brothe'ls^ 
abounded. Thus in Saiu. HowhuuV?; Lining of Humours 
Biood in ikt Head Vaine, 1600, 

Sotni] eaWiOf J gull 
Thiit IS 'but cbjuripion to ft ShumUlch tlmb." 

And Marstou in the fourth satire of his Seomffe of Vil' 
fanie, 1699, 
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Shoreditch, Southwark, Westminster, and Tumbull- 
street, Clerkenwell, were all noted places of the same 
kind. 

P. 16, 1. 17, — " unth Coriat he travelUd" &c. , Thomas Coryat, 
the celebrated traveller, was bom in 1577, at Odcombe, 
in Somersetshire. In the beginning of the year 1608 
he travelled into France, Italy, Germany, &c. and on 
his return published his travels under the following title. 
Crudities hastily gohled up in Five Months Travel in 
France^ Savoy, Italy, Rhetia, Helvetia, some Parts of 
High Germany and the Netherlands, Lond. 1611, 4to. 
He afterwards travelled into Constantinople, Egypt, 
Jerusalem, &c. and died in the East Indies in 1617. 

P. 15, 1. 19,—" Divelin," i.e. Dublin. 

P. 17, 1. 12, — *^^Birchin lane*' in the seventeenth century was 
chiefly inhabited by mercers and woollendrapers. Dekker, 
in the first chapter of his Gull's Hom-booke, 1609, ex- 
claims, " Did man, think you, come wrangling into the 
world about no better matters, than all his lifetime to 
make privy searches in Birchin lane for whalebone 
doublets ?" In the old comedy of the London Prodigal, 
1605, Act i. sc. 1, one of the characters says, "Thou 
sayest thou hast twenty pound : go into Birchin lane, put 
thyself into cloathes." 

P. 17, 1. 23, — ^^Palace-garden," i.e. Paris-garden, a noted 
place for bear-baiting, near the Globe Theatre in South- 
wark. Sir John Davies, in one of his Epigrams, " The 
Meditations of a Gull,* says, 

•* Or a journey he deliberates 
To Paris garden, cocke pit, or the play. " 
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NOTES. 



Uemen weare ; they are almost capable of a bushel of 
wheate, and if they be of sacke-cloth they would serve to 
Carrie mawlt to the mill. This absurd, clownish, and 
unseemly attire only by custome now is not misliked, but 
rather approved.** 

P. 22, 1. 22, — " yellow bands." See the previous note at p. 66. 

P. 40. — " In Lesbiam, Epi. 34.** This epigram, from Mar- 
tial, has been very similarly rendered by Harington and 
by Prior. 



nn llAKDS, rRINTEK, ST. martin's LANK. 



NOTES. 



69 



gentlemen with tobacco at our theatres.' In 1602, when 
Dekker printed his Satiromastixy ladies sometimes 
smoked. Asinius Bubo, offering his, pipe, observes: — 
* 'Tis at your service, gallants, and the tobacco too ; 'tis 
right pudding, I can tell you : a lady or two took a pipe 
full or two at my hands, and praised it 'fore the heavens.' 
Prynne states that in his time, instead of apples, ladies 
were sometimes * offered the tobacco pipe' at plays." — 
Vide Collier's History of Dramatic Poetry , iii. 415-6 

P. 19, 1. 2, — ^^sing Fortune's my foe." See my note to the 
Percy Society's reprint of Chettle's Kind Harts Dreame. 

P. 20, 1. 26, — " Jack a Lent" An allusion to one of the 
multitudinous skits of John Taylor the water-poet. Its 
title is as follows : Jack-<i'Lent, his Beginning and En- 
tertainmenty with the Mad Pranks of his Gentleman 
Usher Shrove Tuesday, that goes before him ; and his 
Footman Hunger attending, n.d. 4to. 

P. 21, 1. 10, — " Heel pen a pithie tractate of A-jax." Allud- 
ing to Sir John Harington's Metamorphosis of Ajax 
(a jakes), published in 1596. This vciy laughable, but 
indelicate piece of pleasantry, occasioned such displeasure 
in the royal circle, that the author was forbid the court 
for writing it. Vide Nugce Antiquce, i. 12. 

P. 22, 1. 22, — " cloakebagge breeches." This alludes to the 
ridiculous fashion of wearing trunk hose, as the prepos- 
terous, round, swelling breeches then in fashion were 
called. They are ridiculed in tlic following passage of 
Wnght's Passions of the Minde, 1601: "Sometimes I 
have scene Tarletou play the clownc, and use no other 
breeches than such sloppes or slivings as now many gen- 
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PREFACE. 



The following poems, in some of which there is 
great beauty both of thought and expression, are 
now reprinted from the E^iquice Wottonianw^ 1 65 J , 
the text of that volume having been adhered 
to, except in two or three places where the reasons 
for rejecting it are obvious : the order of the 
pieces, however, has been altered. 

Before his twentieth year, and while resident 
at Queen's College, Oxford, Sir Henry Wotton 
composed, at the desire and for the private use 
of that society, a tragedy called Tancredo^ which 
doubtless was never given to the press, and has 
in all probability perished. 

The celebrated copy of verses beginning " The 
world ■'s abubble"" has been attributed by Farnaby 
and others to Wotton, — on what authority, does 
not appear : in the Meliquice WottoniancB it forms 
one of the " Poems found among the papers of 
Sir Henry Wotton,"' and in ed. 1651 of that 
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wockiifliigDed ^ IpMB^^ wIdIb ^ 
the mgpBime *^ Fta. Lmri BaeSS7 

tnmaoxipt of Sir 'H&afB COimtMkr m hfff 
Ufa (see Hotel p. 5), and alsa in tlie liftndwntiii^ 
of Jodmh, Mr. OoHier fimnd % igvu^Miim of ooo 
of Martiars efigmsm^ "iAasik he haa pnsled in 
the M0mmm of S. AUtfn, p. 54, and iriueh he 
ocHqeeturea may have been bj Wottoo. 

An aooonnt of the author of the foUowit^ 
poenii win not be eipeeted here, ai tile jpartioid^ 
of hia life have been rendered &aiiBar to emtf 
reader by the fiiadinating narrative of WalfaHu 

For the nie of the two ndnndat ^mjABm^iolkffiiiBi 
in a note, p. io, the editor is indebted to'tl^ 
kindness of Mr. E. F. Rimbault. 
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POEMS BY SIR HENRY WOTTON. 



A POEM WRITTEN BY SIR HENRY WOTTON IN HIS 
YOUTH.* 

O FAITHLESS world, and thy mostf faithless part, 

A woman's heart ! 
The true shop of variety, where sits 

Nothing but fits 
And feavers of desire, and pangs of love, 

Which toyes remove. 
Why was she bom to please ? or I to trust 

Words writ in dust, 
Suffering her eysj to govern my despair, 

My pain for air. 



* A poem written by Sir Henry Wotton in his youth^ Was 
printed, under the title of An Elegy of a woman^s heart" in 
Davison's Poetical Bhapsodk^ 1602. A copy of it, with some 
variations, occurs in a volume of MS. poetry, which was col- 
lected by Sir Roger Twysden, and is now in the possession of 
Mr. Hodd, the bookseller. 

t most] So Poet, Rhap. and MS. Twys,—Ttd. Wot. " more.*' 

X eys] MS. Ttoya.y "lookes." 

B 



8. POEMS BY SIR HENHV WOTTDN. 

An^^jijt of tinie reworded with untruth^ 

food of youth? 
TToprtte dbe wae ; yet I boleer'd Jtef ^ 

Jl wagi taugkt that iove was but & BCQol 
i a fooL* 

Hio|r to har mSi/ei eoaiunA^dod on§ my if^dakti^? 

Yeild} and coDftiss ; 
Exi^Be no more thj fol^i btit^ for cnr&fl 

^ Blu^h, and indiiT^ 
As wall thy shame as paseiotm that ware | 
Anrl til ink 'tislT gnin, 

ToJ^^^ 

I but a guest. 



* To breed afoot] Is followed in MS, Twys. by 

" Or was it absence that did make her straingc, 
Base flowre of [change ?] ?" 

\ by] Poet, Bhap. and MS, Twys., " than." 
% make] Poet. Rfiap. and MS. Twys., " see." 
§ on] Found only in MS. Twys. 

j| Excuse no more thy foUy, but, for cure] Poet Bhap, an 
MS. Twys., 

" Excuse not now iky folly, nor her nature." 

f 'tis] Poet. Bhap. and MS. Twys., "thy." 



POEMS BY SIR HENRY WOTTON. 



3 



SIR HENRY WOTTON AND SERJEANT HOSKINS 
RIDING ON THE WAY.* 

Hos, Noble, lovely, vertuous creature. 
Purposely so fram'd by nature 
To enthrall your servant's wits. 
Wot Time must now unite our hearts, 
Not for any my deserts. 

But because, methinks, it fits. 
Hos, Dearest treasure of my thought. 
And yet wert thou to be bought 
With my life, thou wert not dear. 



* Sir Senry Wotton and Serjeant Hoskins riding on the way'] 
John Hoskins was made seijeant at law in the 21 of Jac. L 
{Ath, Oxon, ii. 626. ed. Bliss) : but we may suppose that this 
dialogue was written long before that date. In the account 
of Hoskins and his works, Wood (ybi supra) informs us, " He 
was the most ingenious and admired poet of his time [I], and 
therefore much courted by the ingenious men then living. . . 
. . .'Twas he that poHsh'd Ben Johnson the poet and made him 
speak clean [!], whereupon he ever after called our author 
^Either Hoskyns," &c. See also Chalmers's Biog. Diet, and 
Mr. Bolton Comey's Our. of Lit. Illustrated, Art ix. He died 
in 1638. Of his poetry, very little has been printed : the 
following lines are found in the ReliquicB Wottoniame, ed. 1672 ; 

" John Hoskins to his little child Benjamin from the Tower, 

Sweet Benjamin, since thou art young, 
And hast not yet the use of tongue, 
Make it thy slave, while thou art free, 
Imprison it, lest it do thee." 

Hoskins was sent to the Tower in 1614, for having made in one 
of his speeches, while member of parliament, what Wood calls 
**a desperate allusion to the Sicilian Vesper." 
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ffbi* Secmt comfort of my mind, 
' Botibt BO longer to be kin^ 

But be sf>, anil m appear^ 
Give me love for love again ; 
Let our lov€s be elear and plain^^ — 

Vbi. T.c st in rloudaaiid in diffemng 
We reaembte ieftopu^ erring^ 

£%£t1ieflt off wli^ wa afe neai^ 
TbiiSj with numliers iBterelianged, 
Wottoo^s Muse and mine have ranged ; 
YersB ^d journey both are Bp&sL 
Whtt And if Ho@kiiiH obttwe to saj 

That we well have spent the day, 
, tor mv vmU im < 



TO A NOBLE FRIEND IN HIS SICKNESS. 

Untimely feaver, rude insulting guest, 

How didst thou with such unharmonious heat 

Dare to distune his well-composed rest, 

Whose heart so just and noble stroaks did beat ? 

What if his youth and spirits wel may beare 

More thick assaults and stronger siege then this? 

We measure not his courage, but our fear, 

Not what ourselves, but what the times may miss. 
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Had not that bloud, which thrice his veines did yeild, 
Been better treasured for some glorious day, 

At farthest west to paint the liquid field, 

And with new worlds his master's love to pay ? 

But let those thoughts, sweet lord, repose a while, 
Tend only now thy vigour to regain : 

And pardon these poor rimes, that would beguile 
With mine own grief some portion of thy pain. 



THE CHARACTER OF A HAPPY LIFE.* 

How happy is he born and taught, 
That serveth not another's will ; 



♦ The character of a happy life"] Mr. Collier {Memoirs of E. 
AUeyn, p. 53.) has printed these verses from a copy in Ben 
Jonson's hand-writing found among the MSS. at Dulwich 
College, which differs considerably from that in the ReUquuB 
WottoniaruB. 

" Sir Edward [Henry] Wotton's verses of a happie lyfe he 
[Jonson] hath by heart." B. JomoiCs Conversations with W, 
Drummond^ &c. p. 8, Shakespeare Soc. ed. Jonson's visit 
at Hawthomden was a short time previous to the 17th Jan. 
1619 ; and it appears that these verses were composed several 
years anterior to that period, as Mr. Collier also found 
among the Dulwich MSS. a portion of the first stanza in 
Alleyn's hand-writing, upon a scrap of paper, on the back; of 
which is a memorandum dated 1616. Memoirs of E, AUeyn, 
p. 54. 



rni-M^ BY SIR Tlh^NRV WOTTO?^, 
Whost; armour ig liis Jione^t tJiaugkt, 

Whcuie J^i^ons not Ms masters are ; 
Whoee floul is stUl prepared lor dmOk 

Wlio enviea none tbat eb&XKce dotll Jraise^l 
Kc3iF Tice ^ hath ev^ undarstood 

How tlec'pesit Wfjitiirls i\r(^ jrivf?Ti bj prmge^ 
Kor ruleti of state, but r tiles of good ; 

W^halh lib lite from rumor B§ iVeeci; 
Nor ruine make oppressors|| great ; 



* And simple truth his utmost skiir\ MS, Jon., 

" And silly truth his highest skill." 

f Untide unto the world hy care, &c.] MS. Jon., 

'* Untied to the world with care 

Of princes grace or vulgar breath." 

t Who envies none that chance doth raise, &c.] MS. Jon., 
where this stanza is the fourth, 

" Wlio envieth none whorae chance doth raysCy 

Or vice ; who never understood 
How swordes give sleighter wounds than prayse" Sec. 

§ rumors'] MS. Jan., where this stanza is the third, " hu- 
mors." 

II oppressors] MS. Jon., "accusers." 
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Who Grod doth late and early pray, 
More of his grace then gifts to lend, 

And entertaines the harmless day 
With a religious* book or friend ! 

This man is freedf from servile bands 

Of hope to rise or feare to fall ; 
Lord of himselfe, though not of lands. 

And having nothing, yet hath all. 



THIS HYMnJ was made BY SIR H. WOTTON WHEN 
HE WAS AN AMBASSADOUR AT VENICE, IN THE 
TIME OP A GREAT SICKNESS THERE. 

Eternall mover, whose diffused glory, 

To shew our grovelling reason what thou art. 

Unfolds itself in clouds of nature's story. 

Where man, thy proudest creature, acts his part. 

Whom yet, alas ! I know not why, we call 

The world's contracted sum, the little all ; 



* religious'] MS. Jon., " well-chosen." 
t freed'] MS. Jon., « free." 

% This hymn, &c.] Of uncertain date, as Wotton passed 
many years at Venice, having been thrice ambassador to that 
republic : according to Walton, he went there for the first time 
" about the year 1604." 
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8 pot;™ bt ant nmrnr wottoWp 

Vot wh&t we but lmap« csf waikiug c^b^ f 
Iflijr eiioiiM we mnlf wheoeQ abould our qiSfitft 

^ rise ? 

«Aire not bruit beasts as etrong, ftud birds as gay, 
^nes longer liv'd^ and creeping thingi as wise? 

IQi^ ^ mmh wm left in inward Bgh% 
I'o ^ im w«ito«^ mil^ 

Tlmi^ timp OUT ^tmngih, Mtmt of life «aA «le«l% 

Ti> wh ciiii 1 > 1 1 r til i:\ t il; f. ► u r v o <:> ii r 4 ves w» 0iif# 
From m% thy tenant of this ^uUug breatb^ 

Accept tbofie liofit wMdi from tbj goodim flow j 
And thou, that wert thy regal prophet's lEoM^ 
jDo iiQl thj pwse in weaker itc«iiui r«liiai. 



Where majesty doth sit, with mercy crown'd, 
Where my redeemer lives, in whom alone 

The errours of my wandring life are drown'd,. 
Where all the quire of heav'n resound the same, 
That only thine, thine is the saving name. 

Well, then, my soul, joy in the midst of pain ; 

Thy Christ, that eonquer'd hell, shall from above 
With greater triumph yet return again. 

And conquer his own justice with his love. 
Commanding earth and seas to render those 
Unto his blisse, for whom he paid his woes. 

Now have I done, now are my thoughts at peace. 
And now my joyes are stronger then my griefe ; 
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I feel those comforts that shall never cease, 

Future in hope, but present in beliefe : 
Thy words are true, thy promises are just, 
And thou wilt find thy dearly-bought in dust. 



UPON THE SUDDEN RESTRAINT OF THE EARLE OP 
SOMERSET, THEN FALLING FROM FAVOR.* 

Dazel'd thus with height of place. 
Whilst our hopes our wits beguile. 

No man markes the narrow space 
'Twixt a prison and a smile. 

Then, since Fortune's favours fade, 
You that in her armes doe sleep, 

Learne to swim, and not to wade, 
For the hearts of kings are deepe. 

But if greatness be so blind 

As to trust in towers of aire. 
Let it be with goodness lin'd. 

That at least the fall be faire. 



* Upon the sudden restraint of the Earle of Somerset, &c.] 
The murder of Sir Thomas Overbury having been discovered, 
Somerset was arrested in his own house, Oct. 18th, 1615 (his 
countess being secured at the same time), and sent to the 
deanery of Westminster. See Carte's Hist, of England, vol. 
iv. 32. 
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Then, though darkned, you shall say. 
When fi^ends faile, and princes firowne, 

Vertne is the roughest way. 

But proves at night a bed of downe. 



ON mS MISTRIS, THE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA/ 

You meaner beauties of the night, 
That poorly satisfie our eiesf 



* On his mistris, the Queen, of Bohemia] ** On that amiable 
princess, Elizabeth, daughter of James L and wife of the 
Elector Palatine, who was chosen King of Bohemia, Sept, 5, 
1619. The consequences of this £ital election are well known : 
Sir Henry Wotton, who in that and the following year was 
employed in several embassies in Germany on behalf of this 
unfortunate lady, seems to have had an unconmion attachment 
to her merit and fortunes, for he gave away a jewel worth a 
thousand pounds, that was presented to him by the Emperor, 
'because it came from an enemy to his royal mistress the 
Queen of Bohemia.* " [" for so," says Walton in The Life of 
Wotton, " she was pleased he should always call her."]— Percy. 

This poem, with several variations, is printed in The Sixt 
Set of Bookes, Wherein are Anthemes for Versus and Chorus of 
5. and 6. Parts; apt for VioUs and Voyces: Newly composed by 
JUichaeU Est, Batchelar of Musicke, and Master of the Choristers 
of the CathedraU Church in Litchfidd, London, 1624 : it is found 
also, much altered for the worse and with a wretched Second 
Part, in Songs and Fancies, &c. Aberdeen, 1682 : and in the 
sec. voL of Percy's ReL of An. Eng. Poet., it is given from the 
ReliquiiE Wottoniance, with some corrections from an old MS. 
copy. 

t our eies] Est's Sixt Set, " mens eyes." 
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More by* your number then your light, 
You common-people of the skies, 
What are you when the moonf shall rise ? 

You curious chanters of the wood, J 
That warble forth dame Nature's layes, 

Thinking your passions§ understood 

By your weake || accents, what's your praise 
When Philomell her voyce shalT raise ? 

You violets that** first apeare. 

By your pure purpel mantels knowne,ff 

Like the proud virgins of the yeare, 
As if the spring were all your own, 
What are you when the rose is blowne ? 



* by] Est's Sixt Set, "with." 

t moon] So Est's Sixt Set, and Tercy's Rel,-—Rel Wot. 
" sun." 

X You curious chanters of the wood, &c.] Est's Sixt Set 
(where, as also m Percy's Bel, this stanza is the third), 

" You wandring chanters of the wood, 

Who fill the eares with natures lays." 

§ passions'] So Percy's Bd., and Est's Sixt Set.-^Bel Wot, 
" voyces." 

II your weake"] Est's Sixt Set, " weaker." 
% shal] Est's Sixt Set, " doth." 

that] Est's Sixt Set (where, as also in Percy's Bel, tliis 
stanza is the second), " which." 
ff By your pure purpel mantels knowne, &c.] Est's Sixt Set, 

" By those your purple mantles known, 
Much like proud,'* &c. 
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So when mj mistris* shal be seene 
In form and beauty of her mind^f 

By vertue first, then choyce, a queen. 
Tell me,t if she were§ not designed 
Th' eclypse and glory of her kind ? 



TEARS AT THE GRAVE OF SIR ALBERTUS MORTON 
(who was BURIED AT SOUTHAMPTON) WEPT 
BY SIR H. WOTTON. II 

Silence, in truth, would speak my sorrow best, 
For deepest wounds can least their feelings tel ; 

Yet let me borrow from mine own unrest 
But time to bid him, whom I lov'd, farweL 



♦ mUtrui] Est's Sixt Set, " prmcesse." 

t Inform and beauty of her mind] Percy's BeL, 

" In sweetnesse of her looks and minded 

X Tea me] Est's Sixt Set, " O fefl." 
§ were] Percy's Bel, " was." 

II Tears at the grave of Sir Albertus Morton, &c.] Sir AI- 
bertus Morton was nephew to Wotton ; and had acted as 
his secretary at Venice. He was knighted in 1617. At the 
time of his decease, he was one of the secretaries of state. 
In a letter to Nicholas Pey, Sir Henry notices " Sir Albertos 
Morton his departure out of this world, who was dearer unto 
me then mine owne being in it" BeL Wot. p. 507, ed. 1651, 
where that letter stands without a date : in ed. 1672 it is dated 
1626. According to Wood, the death of Sir Albertus took 
place Nov. 1625. Ath. Ox. vol. ii. 524. ed. Bliss. I have read 
some verses hy Sir Albertus in a MS. collection of poems. 
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O my unhappy lines I you that before 

Have serv'd my youth to vent some wanton cries, 
And now, eongeal'd with grief, can scarce implore 

Strength to accent, — here my Albertus lies. 

This is the sable stone, this is the cave. 

And womb of earth that doth his corps imbrace : 

While others sing his praise, let me engrave 
These bleeding numbers to adorn the place. 

Here will I paint the characters of woe. 
Here will I pay my tribute to the dead, 

And here my faithfull tears in showrs shal flow 
To humanize the flints whereon* I tread. 

Where, though I mourn my matchlesse losse alone, 
And none between my weaknesse judge and me. 

Yet even these gentlef walles allow my mone. 
Whose doleful echoes to my plaints agree. 

But is he gon ? and live I rjrming here. 
As if some Muse would listen to my lay. 

When all distun'd sit waiUngf for their dear. 
And bathe the banks where he was wont to play ? 



♦ wheron] Walton's Life of W., " on which." 
I gentle] Ibid., "pensive." 
t waUing'] Eds. "waiting." 



CHARLES. 



You that on starres do looke, 
Arrest not there your sight, 

Though Nature's fairest book, 
And signed with propitious light ; 



* Dwell thou in endksse lights discharged soulf &c.] Walton's 
Life of W., 

** Dwell then in endless blisa with happj houIs, 

Discharg'd /rom natures and from Fortune's trust. 
Whilst on this fluid globe my hour glass rowls, 
And runs the rest of my remaining dust." 

f A short hymn upon the birth of Prince Charles^ Afterwards 
Charles the Second. He was bom 29th May 1630, on which 
day there was an eclipse of the moon, and, we are told, a star 
visible about noon. Jonson and Corbet composed verses on 
the same occasion. 
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Our blessing now is more divine 
Then planets that at noone did shine. 

To thee alone be praise, 

From whom our joy descends, 
Thou cheerer of our days, 

Of causes first, and last of ends ; 
To thee this May we sing, by whom 
Our roses from the lilies bloom. 

Upon this royal flower, 

Sprung from the chastest* bed. 
Thy glorious sweetness shower ; 

And first let myrtles crowne his head. 
Then palms and lawrels wreath'd betweene, 
But let the cypresse late be seen. 

And so succeeding men. 

When they the fulness see 
Of this our joy, shall then 

In consort joyn, as well as wee. 
To celebrate his praise above, 
That spreds our land with fruits of love. 



* chastesf] So Rel, Wot ed, 1672.— First ed. ** chastesse." 



i ap th/adl^ mj gentle Muse» 
l^ii^gli ii0ir ouf ^mtHMOM^i^ be gr&f^ 
And jet once more doe not refuse 



To take thy 



^^^^^^ 



Mike flrsi a dus^ of jo^ mi 

the beoigQedt ^t 
And sireel ei»giuii3lii 

To this let all good hearts resound. 
While diadems invest his head ; 

Long may he live whose life doth bound 
More then his lawes, and better lead 
By high example then by dread ! 

Long may he round about him see 
His roses and his lilies bloom ; 

Long may his only dear and hee 
Joy in ideas of their own 
And kingdomes hopes so timely sown ; 
Long may they both contend to prove 
That best of crownes is such a love ! 



* Ah ode to the King, &c.] Charles the First visited Scothmd, 
and was crowued there, in 1633. 
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ON A BANCK AS I SATE A-PISHING ;* A 
DESCRIPTION OF THE SPRING. 

And now all nature seem'd in love : 

The lusty sap began to move ; 

New juice did stirre th' embracing vines, 

And birds had drawne their valentines. 

The jealous trout, that low did lie. 

Rose at a wel-dissembled flie : 

There stood my friend, with patient skill 

Attending of his trembling quill. 

Already were the eaves possest 

With the swift pilgrim's daubed nest ; 

The groves already did rejoyce 

In Philomel's triumphing voyce. 

The showers were short, the weather mild, 

The morning fresh, the evening smil'd. 

Jone takes her neat-rub'd paile, and now 

She trips to milk the sand-red cow. 



* Ona banck as I sate a-Jishing, &c.] Was probably composed 
by Wotton during his later years ; for Walton, in The Life of 
Sir Henry, describing ** the employment of his time" after he 
became Provost of Eton College, says, " Nor did he forget 
his innate pleasure of angling, which he would usually call 
his idle time^ not idly spent, saying often, he would rather live 
five May months than forty Decembers and in the Epistle 
Dedicatory before The Complete Angler he observes, "I re- 
member Sir Henry Wotton (a dear lover of this art) has told 
me that his intentions were to write a discourse of the art 
and in praise of angling, and doubtless he had done so, if 
death had not prevented him." 

B 
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Where for some sturdy foot-ball swaine 
Jone strokes a sillibub or twaine. 
The fields and gardens were beset 
With tulip, crocus, violet ; 
And now, though late, the modest rose 
Did more then halfe a blush disclose. 
Thus all look't gay, all fuU of chear, 
To welcome the new-liveri'd yeare. 



A TRANSLATION OF THE CP^. PSALM TO THE 
ORIGINALL SENSE. 

Mt soul, exalt the Lord with hymns of praise : 
O Lord, my God, how boundless is thy might ! 

Whose throne of state is cloth'd with glorious rales. 
And round about hast roab'd thyself with light ; 

Who like a curtain hast the heavens displaid. 

And in the watery roofs thy chambers laid ; 

Whose chariots are the thickned clouds above. 
Who walk'st upon the winged winds below *; 

At whose conunand the airie spirits move. 
And fiery meteors their obedience show ; 

Who on his base the earth didst firmly found. 

And mad'st the deep to circumvest it round. 



The waves that rise would drown the highest hill, 
But at thy check they flie, and when they hear 
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Thy thundring voice, they post to do thy will, 

And bound their furies in their proper sphere, 
Where surging flouds and valing ebs can tel 
That none beyond thy marks must sink or swel. 

Who hath disposed but thou the winding way 
Where springs down from the steepy crags do beat? 

At which both foster'd beasts their thirsts alay. 
And the wild asses come to quench their heat ; 

Where birds resort, and, in their kind, thy praise 

Among the branches chant in warbling laies. 

The mounts are watered from thy dwelling-place ; 

The bams and meads are fiU'd for man and beast ; 
Wine glads the heart, and oyl adorns the face. 

And bread the staffe whereon our strength doth rest ; 
Nor shrubs alone feel thy suffizing hand. 
But even the cedars that so proudly stand. 

So have the fowls their sundry seats to breed, 
The ranging stork in stately beeches dwels ; 

The climing goats on hils securely feed. 
The mining conies shroud in rockie eels ; 

Nor can the heavenly lights their course forget. 

The moon her turns, or sun his times to set. 

Thou mak'st the night to over- vail the day : 
Then savage beasts creep from the silent wood. 

Then lions whelps lie roaring for their prey. 
And at thy powerfull hand demand their food ; 
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Who when at mom thej all reoonch again. 
Then toiling man till ere pnrsoes his pain. 

O IxH^ when <m th j varions works we look. 
How richly fdmish'd is the earth we tread ! 

Where in the fair contents of Nature's hook 
We ma J the wonders of th j wisdcmi read ; 

Nor earth alone, hot, lo, the sea so wide, 

Where, great and small, a world of creatures glide ! 

There go the ships that fnrrow ont their way ; 

Yea, there of whales enormous sights we see. 
Which jet have scope among the rest to play. 

And an do wait for their support on thee, 
Who hast assign'd each thing his proper food. 
And in due season dost dispence ihj good. 

The J gather when thy gifts thon dost divide, 
Their stores abound, if thou thy hand enlarge ; 

Confus'd they are when thou thy beams dost hide, 
In dust resolv'd, if thou their breath discharge ; 

Again, when thou of life reneVst the seeds. 

The withered fields revest their chearfull weeds. 

Be ever gloried here thy sover^gn name. 

That thou nudst smile on all which thou hast made. 

Whose frown alone can shake this earthly firame. 
And at whose touch the hOs in smoak shal vade : 

For me, may, while I breathe, both harp and voice 

In sweet inditement of thy hymns rejoice ! 
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Let sinners faile, let all profannesse cease ; — 
His praise, my soul, his praise shal be thy peace. 



A HYMN* TO MY GOD IN A NIGHT OF MY LATE 
SICKNESS. 

Oh thou great power, in whom I move, 
For whom I live, to whom I die ! 

Behold me through thy beams of love, 
Whilest on this couch of tears I lye, 

And cleanse my sordid soul within 

By thy Christ's bloud, the bath of sin. 



♦ A hymrij &c.] Was sent to Isaac Walton with the follow- 
ing letter, which is printed, without a date, in JRe/. WoU p. 513, 
ed. 1651. ** My worthy friend, — Since I last saw you, I have 
been confin'd to my chamber by a quotidian feaver, I thank 
God, of more contumacie then malignitie. It had once left 
me, as I thought ; but it was only to fetch more company, 
returning with a surcrew of those splenetick vapors that are 
caird hypocondriacal ; of which, most say, the cure is good 
company ; and I desire no better physician then yourself. I 
have in one of those fits endeavour'd to make it more easie 
by composing a short hymn ; and since I have apparelled my 
best thoughts so lightly as in verse, I hope I shall be pardond 
a second vanitie, if I communicate it with such a friend as 
yourself : to whom I wish a chearfiill spirit, and a thankfull 
heart to value it as one of the greatest blessings of our good 
God ; in whose dear love I leave you, remaining, your poor 
friend to serve you, H. Wotton." This illness appears to 
have been that which terminated in his death, Dec. 1639. 



